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$ CHAPTER 1 


THE RATIONALE 
_ OF SOFT REVENGE 


For every action, there is an equal and opposite reaction. 
—Isaac Newton 


A knife on a chain swings both ways and will cut all who be near. 
—Celtic proverb 


If one would believe Newton, excessive revenge is 
contrary to natural law. If one tips the scales past the bal- 
ance point, this may well cause a counteraction. Or at least 
credit to your account in the Community Bank of Karma. 
Or trigger a tiring, no-win, Hatfield-and-McCoy situation. 
Crude, tit-for-tat revenge demeans the avenger to the level 
of the avengee. Better by far to use a subtler imagination 
and skill to conceive and stoichiometrically meter a kinder, 
gentler revenge. This will give the avenger both the satis- 
faction and the peace that can come only when, with 
supercilious smugness, you watch your artfully orches- 
trated velvet plan moving into place as gently as a tick 
working its way up your target’s shorts. 


SOFTEST IS SWEETEST 


There are other considerations in favor of gentle 
ploys—soft revenge, if you will. The opportunities are far 
greater. There are many more suitable targets. Whereas 
hurtful revenge is seldom appropriate and thus has very 
limited application, deserving targets for soft revenge fill 
one’s daily life. Many gentle ploys are also suitable for sce- 
narios when one only wants to dig into his bag for a harm- 
less prank. Soft revenge, in other words, gives the avenger 
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a general hunting license, not just a restricted tag for cer- 
tain species in a specific area. The poets have characterized 
revenge as sweet; how can it be so, if bitterly conceived? 
Soft revenge leaves a sweet taste in the mouth; hurtful or 
excessive revenge, bitter. It’s your mouth . . . you decide. 

Soft options are also easier to move with. One needn’t 
dedicate a lot of time to resolving the “Should I?” issue. 
You can move with the moment—just go for it! That target 
of opportunity will probably prove appropriate even in 
hindsight. For instance, to fill a competing suitor’s car full 
of Red-E-Mix just because you found it parked outside 
your girl’s house would usually be considered extreme 
unless there were extenuating circumstances. A soft and 
sweet avenger, unless he acts in the heat of the moment, 
might let the opportunity slip by while he ponders. But to 
take a broomstick and shove a potato up the exhaust pipe 
or to apply a drop or two of synthetic feces scent under the 
driver’s seat is obviously fair play in the arena of love, 
war, and friendly persuasion, and they can be done with- 
out losing opportunity—or sleep. 

Soft revenge is characterized by minimum force, suit- 
ability of the punishment for the crime, and sophisticated 
(convoluted, even) plans. These three principles have a 
synergistic relationship that invariably delivers maximum 
satisfaction with minimum regret. 


SOFT IS SAVORY 


Minimum force ensures one will not have to worry 
about a guilt reaction taking the edge off a revenge high. It 
helps keep the avenger low profile, which also lessens the 
probability of counterrevenge—revenge that may or may 
not be of the soft variety when it returns to sender. 
Cleverly conceived and wrought, velvet-glove revenge 
will often have the target blaming Murphy for his prob- 
lems, sometimes even coming to the avenger for sympa- 
thy. And that can be sweet. 


Suiting the punishment to the crime falls under the 
principle of just deserts—it lets you be a joyful player in 
the karma process. A good example of appropriate, 
although inadvertent, revenge took place in Seattle, 
Washington, during the first gas crunch, back when a lot 
of borderline thieves crossed over because they needed 
gas. An elderly couple had acquired a Winnebago for their 
retirement that had two gas tanks for long-range driving. 
Since they only planned to drive to their little retreat in the 
foothills, they plumbed in one unneeded tank to hold 
extra effluent. They returned late one Sunday and didn’t 
dump the holding tank, and the next morning in the 
driveway beside the gas-cum-holding tank were a gas can, 
rubber hose, and pile of barf bearing mute evidence to a 
gas thief having gotten his just (heh, heh) deserts. 

It would appear from the daily news that karma is a 
natural force that is always at work, as when a terrorist 
bomb factory blows up or a purse snatcher falls and 
breaks his leg. And like building a dam so the little fish 
will have a home, sometimes man is justified in helping 
the natural processes (i.e., giving karma a gentle nudge). 

Simple plans are good to have on the shelf for targets 
of opportunity, but as a rule, sophisticated, carefully 
wrought plans return a satisfaction that is directly propor- 
tional to the amount of loving effort put into them. Like a 
truly artful domino display that takes half a gymnasium to 
build and half an hour to fall, the more convoluted and 
Byzantine the path to justice, the more satisfying it is to 
watch unfold. 


LEARN FROM THE MASTERS 


One who would have been a grand master at con- 
voluted revenge was Jack London, although it is moot 
how soft a tack he might have taken. One example from 
him that illustrates how to study a target and tailor the 
revenge to pivot on the target’s vice or weakness was the 
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yarn Moonface. Moonface was marked for rabid revenge 
by London’s protagonist, who tried all the usual crude 
things such as feeding ground glass to his turkeys, torch- 
ing his barn, and so forth, but with no discernible effect on 
Moonface’s morale. This frustrated London’s protagonist 
so much that he sat down to devise a terminal revenge 
plan (TRP). TRPs are appropriate only in storybooks, but 
we include this one to demonstrate how revenge is better 
when it is tailored to fit the target. 

Peter Protagonist made it a point to befriend 
Moonface, helping him through the trials of burned barns, 
sabotaged turkeys, and a poisoned beloved dog. 
Protagonist bought a replacement pup for Moonface, and 
he trained it to retrieve. In fact, he trained it very, very 
well. He trained it to fetch a stick, even if thrown in the 
water, and to return the stick even if the thrower ran away 
or threw rocks and cussed. When the dog was trained 
absolutely to return the stick to the thrower no matter 
what, he gave the dog to Moonface. The ploy? Protagonist 
knew that Moonface had a weakness for fresh trout and 
that his vice was harvesting them with dynamite. 


THINK AHEAD OF THE TARGET 


Although it doesn’t deal with vengeance, the following 
story illustrates how you must think ahead of your target, 
just as you scan the road ahead for situations and prepare 
for them before they arrive. There was an old woodsman 
we Shall call Jeffrey who, as was not uncommon in the 
Northwest shortly after the Second World War, was raising 
an uncountable flock of kids on poached venison. The 
local game warden had seen blood near a salt block in 
Jeffrey’s pasture and had heard foggy-morning rifle shots, 
so he decided to stake out the salt block. 

First morning of the stakeout, Jeffrey stepped off his 
back porch, surveyed the pasture and the woods beyond, 
and called out “Warden, you might as well come on down 
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for a cup of coffee.” As everybody in this locale was on 
friendly terms (the warden was just doing his job), he 
came on down for a cup. 

Every time the warden staked out the pasture and the 
salt block, Jeffrey would step off his back porch, scan the 
wet wood line, and call out, “You might as well come on 
down for a cup of coffee!” And the warden would. This 
cycle repeated itself uncountable times over a decade or 
so, and when the warden retired, he came on out to 
Jeffrey’s place for a last cup of coffee. 

“Jeffrey,” he said, “I’m retiring in a week, so it don’t 
make no difference to me as a game warden any more, 
and you have my word that I’ll never tell a soul, but I 
know you raised your family on poached venison, and 
I've just got to know how you always knew when I was 
watching your salt block.” 

“Warden,” Jeffrey replied, “I never knew when you 
was up there . . . I just called you in for coffee every morn- 
ing before I went out. Sometimes you come in, and some- 
times you didn’t. When you didn’t, I went hunting.” 


DEMEANOR DE BETTER 


Demeanor is to an avenger what camouflage is to a 
ranger. Consider the local yokel whose neighbors all as- 
sumed he had come from the very shallow end of the gene 
pool. Any time someone would offer him the choice of a 
nickel or a dime, dummy that he was, he would invariably 
choose the “big” nickel and reject the “small” dime. 

He was a steady source of amusement for his neigh- 
bors, and his neighbors were a steady source of pocket 
nickels for him. Because they were smarter than he, they 
knew he would always go for the “big” nickel (yuk, yuk, 
yuk). He may have been a little slow in thinking, but in 
tortoise and hare form, he was always thinking. And 
thinking a step ahead. He always opted for the “big” nick- 
el, knowing that if he did, more would be sure to follow. 
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A disarming demeanor facilitates the straightest access 
to the target. One can be disarmingly rustic, stupid, igno- 
rant, or even charming, but beware of killing with flat- 
tery—Leonard is probably not used to praise and will 
become suspicious. To appear disarmingly innocent is 
easy if you don’t mind having people think you are a little 
stupid. Look at me. 


THINK LIKE A GUERRILLA 


A guerrilla manual circulating in the mid-1960s also 
had a good illustration of how to think ahead of your tar- 
get. It advised the guerrilla to lie in the road at night as if 
injured or dead, in an enemy uniform, with a burp gun. 
When an enemy vehicle stopped, the guerrilla was to 
jump up and spray it with fire. The next night it was 
assumed the enemy would run over the form in the road, 
so a dummy was placed in the road over a land mine. The 
third night it was assumed the enemy would stop rather 
than run over a mined dummy, so an ambush was set up 
at the point where the vehicle would stop before the 
dummy. The fourth night the road was mined several 
miles ahead of where the other activity had taken place. 
And so on. When an action is anticipated to cause a reac- 
tion, that reaction can often be anticipated and dealt with 
in advance. 


A DISCIPLINED ART FORM 


Like a Rube Goldberg cartoon or an intriguing kinetic 
sculpture, an artful soft revenge can have many diverse, 
subtle components moving in concert. Let me cite a 
favorite example, not from a storybook. A kindly fellow 
we'll call Steven Geteven lived in the country, and where 
the dirt road left the pavement, the fence carried signs 
identifying the various rustics who lived down that road. 
A new neighbor we'll call Merde bought some land next to 
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Steven Geteven and built a house. As a welcome, Steven 
made him a hand-carved sign with “Merde” on it and 
hung it on the communal fence. Merde loved it; he would 
even stop his car and proudly show it to guests. Wanting 
to be a good neighbor, Steven made it a point to lend 
Merde tools and help out with his house-building, even 
though he was a pain in the neck to be around. 

After Merde had been there a year or so, another 
neighbor came trundling down the road to ask if Steven 
realized that Merde was spreading gossip that Steven was 
a Communist pornographer. Well! Steven may have beena 
dirty old redneck, but “Communist” and “pornographer” 
were fighting words. 

As Merde was retired, he had nothing to do all day but 
wander around eating Rolaids and bitching to everybody 
about everybody else. He’d drive into town every morn- 
ing with his mutt and spend a couple hours drinking cof- 
fee, then pick up his mail and drive home. On Wednesday 
mornings his wife would go in with him, and she’d pick 
up the mail and go shopping while Merde soured the local 
coffee klatch with his incessant bellyaching. 

Now, Steven knew Merde’s wife was paranoid about 
him running around on her. This was an unlikely scenario 
unless Merde could get a goat tied to a fence, but it pro- 
vided a kinetic component for Steven Geteven’s plan. 

About that time, among the chuckles enjoying a banjo- 
like periodic revival were postcards purporting to be from 
a doctor’s office, advising the addressee that his VD test 
had come up positive and he was to report back in imme- 
diately. Steven had a friend in the Northwest send him 
some poison-oak leaves, which he steeped in alcohol and 
acetone to extract their irritant alkaloid. On Tuesday 
morning while Merde was in town drinking his bladder 
full of coffee, Steven unhooked one wire from Merde’s 
hand-carved name sign on the communal fence and put 
the extract on the loose wire. The plan unfolded like a rose 
opening before a slow-motion camera. 
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That morning Merde came back from town, stopped to 
rehang his sign, and while out of his pickup proceeded to 
take a leak in the bushes. That afternoon, Steven mailed 
him a postcard from the County Health Department. The 
next morning, Merde’s wife went to town with him, as it 
was Wednesday, and she picked up the (heh, heh) mail. 

After that, Merde’s wife was gone for a couple of 
weeks, and he told another neighbor she was visiting her 
mother back in Kansas. Merde himself missed a couple of 
days at the coffee klatch—had to go into the city to tend to 
medical matters—and on his return seemed a little remote 
to his cawfee-drinking buddies. It was as if he had a ques- 
tion he wanted to ask them. He never asked Steven 
Geteven, but had he, he would have gotten the same 
patient sympathy he always got in response to his woeful 
tales. Those Communist pornographers are good listeners. 

Steve later mentioned in passing that he subsequently 
shared his supply of poison-oak extract with a friend who 
had problems with a tenant stealing his one-handed read- 
ers, and I’ve run across several others who have used poi- 
son oak (or ivy) to good effect. 


PATIENCE, PRIVACY, PRODUCE 


An urge to gloat in public should be stifled, as it can 
lead to exposure and ruin the sweet afterglow of a good 
revenge. Innocence is as innocence looks. One old black- 
and-white western comes to mind. It revolved around 
some gentle sodbusters who were being terrorized by a 
band of (pick one): Comancheros, dirty-rotten-mean cattle 
ranchers, water-stealing land speculators. These particular 
folks were pacifists and did not believe they should raise 
arms in their own defense. They stoically suffered through 
cattle killings, barn burnings, night riders who shot up 
their houses, and assorted assaults with only a complaint 
to the local law. But after the heavies started molesting the 
sodbusters’ women, kindly Father Sodbuster was obliged 
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to ride to town and go hat-in-hand to the sheriff and ask 
for help with a burial detail, as there had been a tragic 
accident. It seems a pack of night riders racing around 
their farmhouse, shooting it up, had come afoul of a wire 
clothesline that had accidentally been strung neck-high to 
a horseman. Well, as they say, things happen. 

I know a fellow who was burned quite badly by a local 
promoter who took advantage of his trust. For long after 
that they remained on friendly terms, which I could in no 
way understand. I asked him once, “Roy, why do you give 
that SOB the time of day after the way he abused you? I’d 
run him off with a barb-wire whip.” 

“Trickery,” he smiled, “if I burn that bridge, I won’t 
have a way to get to him. And I will get to him.” And 
sometime later he did—in spades. 

So speak softly and deny you have a big stick. A rabid 
Doberman is much less effective than a mongrel working 
dog who knows just what he is doing. Low-profile soft 
revenge is, in the final analysis, a free-enterprise antiter- 
rorist effort aimed at the miniguerrillas who make an indi- 
vidual’s life miserable. And there is a reason elite troops 
wear cammies. 


THE JOY OF HOOKING 


An inscrutable smile and a no-matter-what pleasant 
demeanor will facilitate the opportunity and mask the 
source. A patient study of the target for his Achilles’ heel 
will spawn the plan. Creative engineering and attention to 
detail will assure that the plan unfolds with melodious 
syncopation. Selection of the soft revenge option to bal- 
ance the scales avoids reaction and, if you are so handi- 
capped, guilt. 

So, proceed and enjoy. Just remember the words of 
King Solomon, inventor of the bumper sticker, who 
observed: He who diggeth a pit shall fall therein. 


CHAPTER 2 


AIR WICK-ED 


A man of my acquaintance got royally cheated by an 
unscrupulous gun trader (I mean, really burned). After a 
couple of tries at restitution, he sat home pondering 
revenge. Then he remembered there was one of those reg- 
ular old Air Wick bottles on the counter in the trader’s 
shop. He went back to the store near closing time on a 
Saturday to “make a last try to square accounts” and 
switched it for one of his own when the proprietor’s back 
was turned (and his back was turned as soon as our man 
walked in the shop). 

Our hero’s Air Wick bottle had been filled with strong 
hydrochloric (muriatic) acid. The shop was closed on 
Sunday and Monday, and when the owner opened up on 
Tuesday, every piece of iron in the shop was covered with 
fine, red rust. You have no idea what HCl fumes will do to 
finely machined tools and guns until you see it. It’s almost 
beyond description. This hit the old horse thief where he 
lived, for he didn’t care much about folks or honest deal- 
ing, but he was sure queer for iron. 

Muriatic acid solution will also mix with 200-proof alco- 
hol, and this will, in turn, mix with many gun oils. Muriatic 
acid will remove most oxide-type gun blues as fast as you 
pour it on. Polyethylene, glycol-based, water-soluble oils 
(often used to lubricate and cool cutting tools or to protect 
guns immediately after they are removed from a blueing 
tank) will mix directly with muriatic acid solutions. 

Nitric acid (HNO) fumes are extremely corrosive also, 
but they are not appropriate for soft revenge as they will 
burn flesh badly and instantly and, when mixed with 
many organic oils, will form explosive compounds. 
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$ CHAPTER3 


AUTO MATIC 
REVENGE 


The ubiquitous automobile is such an inherent part of 
everyday life, and there are so many ways to mess with 
one, so many of which have been worked to death, that we 
will only cover some basic principles and cite some of the 
more creative new examples that have come down the pike. 

Since we are dealing with “soft” revenge here, we 
should stress that disabling a car so that it is unsafe on the 
highway is tantamount to murder and is odds on to 
involve innocents. Likewise, screwing around with trans- 
portation needed by a target with a medical condition or a 
pregnant wife is low-life. But there are many ways to get a 
target’s attention without causing any real harm. 


ONE HUNDRED MILES TO A GALLON 


One is usually glad for another’s good fortune or 
shiny new toy. But some can be so boorish about it that 
they might benefit from a few well-placed cheap shots. For 
instance, the neighbor who is going to get a new pocket- 
sized car and won’t shut up about the fact that feeding 
your 1969 Chevy is bankrupting you (as if you didn’t 
know that already) is fair game. 

As soon as he brings it home, start nightly feedings of 
his new car so that the gauge wanders ever so slowly off 
“full.” Keep in touch with him about when he will need a 
fill-up, and when he gets one ask him what mileage he 
got. He’ll be glad to tell you. Solemnly point out that 
“prand-new cars (if that phrase doesn’t stick in your 
throat) will vary until they ‘break in,’ so better check the 
next tank, too.” Then stop your nightly feedings. Keep in 
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contact (he may be a little less communicative about the 
next mileage), and when he fills it up the third time, sneak 
in and, with a cardboard tube cut out for a scoop, put a 
dollop of clay up his tailpipe—a lump that will cut the 
flow about in half. Keep asking him enthusiastically about 
his mileage. The temptation is to start snitching a little gas . 
to keep his mileage falling, but that’s the first thing he'll 
think of. Pump him up, shut him off, plug him up, and 
you will shut him up. 


POPCORN GOES THE WEASEL 


One weasely way to have your target go dry with a full 
tank of gas is to laboriously fill the tank with popcorn. The 
tank will read “full,” will be full, but the fuel won’t be avail- 
able. After he stalls, fuel will eventually seep out (depend- 
ing on what sort of gas pickup device his tank has) and he’ll 
be able to go again—for a while. 

You can also tightly roll a dinner-plate-size piece of 
black plastic sheet and stuff it in his tank. It will float 
around in the tank, eventually getting sucked up against 
the pickup screen, and shut him down. After he stalls out, 
it will fall off, and he’ll be able to proceed for a while. This 
can be very annoying. 


SPARK YOUR IMAGINATION 


Electrical systems are fun, easy targets. Something as 
simple as switching two wires can either keep them from 
running (depending on how many cylinders there are and 
which two wires you cross) or make them backfire like 
they were using gunpowder for fuel. The best way to cause 
a hard-to-find misfire is to run a line of india ink down one 
spark plug: the carbon-based india ink is conductive and 
will short from the cap to the block. If you want to forever 
kill a battery, introduce a grain or two of almost any plat- 
inum salt—a technique developed during World War II for 
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sabotaging Axis submarines. The battery fluid will test 
okay, and your target will busy himself checking wires, 
connections, and his alternator. Little off-under-load inter- 
mittent switches (as are commonly used to make lights 
blink) can be fun to wire in series with all the various elec- 
trical toys from headlamps to radios. You can get what you 
need at an auto supply shop. A new component in a lead 
wire will be hard to spot on a new car. 


BOY, THIS SMELLS LIKE A NEW CAR 


If a little of something is good, a lot more can be better. 
If the target is gloating himself to death over his new car 
smell, give him some more. Lay a small piece of plastic on 
top of his catalytic converter, where it will get good and 
hot and be hard to find. He’ll probably be out under the 
hood at the first stoplight. If smells are your thing, see 
“Makes Scents to Me” for appropriate car targets. 


I GOT RHYTHM 


The old rock-under-the hubcap-trick is hard to pull 
anymore, since most new cars have fancy wheels and no 
hubcaps. But a fifteen-cent wire tie (the self-locking plastic 
strap electricians use to harness wires together and cops 
use to “flex-cuff” prisoners) will serve well to create a 
rhythmic noise to convince a new car owner that some- 
thing is about to fall off. Strap it tightly to the drive shaft so 
the tip of it will slap the undercarriage. If it’s a front-wheel- 
drive car with no drive shaft, you can usually loop it 
through the wheel, where it will slap the frame or fender. 


HARMONICAR 


An old yock was to put a spark plug at the end of your 
tailpipe to ignite unburned exhaust gas into a mobile 
flamethrower. Introduction of the catalytic converter 
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ruined that perfectly fun idea, but the flow of exhaust gas 
still provides an energy source that can be tapped when a 
car is the target. 

Two pieces of shim stock about six inches long and as 
wide as the tailpipe, riveted together at the forward end, 
can be shoved up the tailpipe (press fit, unless you want to . 
do something fancy to retain them) to give a tinny-sound- 
ing Bronx cheer every time the engine is gunned. (Same 
principle as holding a blade of grass between your thumbs 
and blowing.) I’ve been told that a fine, tightly stretched 
wire through the exhaust pipe will make a high-pitched 
noise, but I haven’t tried it. 

In times past you could get exhaust whistles from 
mail-order catalogs, but they have been largely outlawed. 
They were such fun, though, so maybe your target would 
enjoy one. To build one in, simply cut about a third of the 
way through the exhaust pipe and bend flat a portion of 
the pipe to the rear of the cut, about equal in length to the 
diameter. Try to keep the leading edge of the portion you 
bend in as straight as you can. It will look just like a kid’s 
tin whistle or a pipe-organ pipe if you do it carefully. The 
pitch of the whistle will depend on how much tailpipe is 
left behind it—the closer to the end, the higher the pitch. 


ROBINSON CRUISE SLOW 


Put a soft spring at an appropriate point in the target’s 
throttle linkage, and when he guns the engine nothing 
much will happen. Most drivers have no idea how much 
they tend to gun an engine until this is done. 


ONLY IF DESERVING 


One fellow had a neighbor who would fly out of his 
driveway, and the shower of gravel screwed up this fel- 
low’s paint job. 

In the event the target really has it coming, you can do 
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as this fellow did and show him what true grit really is by 
getting some 50-grit Carborundum (or scrape some 50-grit 
aluminum oxide sandpaper) and discreetly salting that in 
the target’s can of paste wax, or gluing several grains to 
his polishing cloth or chamois. It’s important that he self- 
administer this. 

Hobby shops and automotive stores sell little glass- 
etching kits that are simply a miniature mimeo stencil and 
some etching paste that you brush over it. Would your tar- 
get appreciate an irremovable message on his windshield? 
Be sure to write it in reverse so it will read correctly from 
the driver’s seat. 
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} CHAPTER 4 


' BEAR ON A CHAIN 


I wasn’t a party to this, but as the tag-along kid I got to 
watch. In a small Western town back in the ’50s there was 
an archetypical town clown—some councilman’s unem- 
ployable brother-in-law who had been given a badge, a 
hat (uniform optional), and a red light for his car. His 
function bore no relation to law enforcement or keeping 
the peace, as there were handy county sheriff’s deputies 
for that. The job entailed keeping this wino with a badge 
out of the local watering holes (which sometimes worked), 
and raising his own salary with traffic tickets (which seri- 
ously began to annoy certain repeat contributors). 


JUST CAUSE 


One fellow who had been nicked (as opposed to 
nailed) with a number of bum citations was getting a little 
concerned because, although one can pass off as an annoy- 
ance the occasional mordida, he had to drive through this 
town on his way to work every night, and he had become 
the clown’s hobby. He had so many tickets for various 
“offenses” that he was in danger of losing his license, and 
he had to get to work to feed his family. 

Well, scrofulous creatures of the night are also crea- 
tures of habit. In the center of town was a big checker- 
board feed store, and they always parked their big truck 
on the street, often as not with a load of baled hay for 
delivery in the morning. The town clown started using 
this truck to hide behind. Our protagonist soon knew he 
was there, but out-of-town traffic never did, so the clown 
habitually used this as his favorite fishing hole. Every time 
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our protagonist would idle by on his way to work, he 
would be stopped for taillights out of focus, worn-out 
muffler bearings, or some other horse pucky. 


COMMUNITY EFFORT 


Enlisting some willing colleagues, our beleaguered 
protagonist stealthily hooked one end of a log-binder 
chain to the frame of the feed truck and the other around a 
rear spring shackle of the “patrol” car. Then he walked to 
the edge of town, got in his car and drove toward work as 
usual. He was about a block past before the town clown 
could think of something to stop him for, but sure enough, 
his plugged-into-the-lighter red light came on, and he 
roared after our hero—for about twenty feet. It hardly 
rocked the truckload of baled hay, but it flat tore the rear 
end loose from the tethered “police” car. 

Nothing was ever said, and somebody repaired the 
damage to the clown’s 48 Buick. And he never parked it 
next to anything solid again. But that’s not the end of the 
story. Hell hath no fury like a buffoon fooled, and this 
clown was still a threat to the local peace and safety (that’s 
a phrase I had a judge throw at me once, and I’ve been 
waiting to use it). Some situations require a coup de grace. 


POSITIVE REINFORCEMENT 


The local welding shop volunteered to build an artful- 
ly designed, heavy flat hook that rode on roller-skate 
wheels and would strap securely to the rear-end of a car 
like, say, a ‘48 Buick, and ride with its leading edge about 
an inch above the pavement. The clown had taken to park- 
ing next to a collection of garbage cans that would partly 
hide him, about half a block down from a local tavern. 
Two allies staged a fight outside the tavern, knowing full 
well the clown wasn’t about to get involved in a fight, but 
that it would occupy his attention while a skinny kid crept 
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up the ditch to the “police” car and strapped this home- 
spun arrestor hook on the rear end. 

Just at the other edge of town a heavy steel cable was 
strung squarely across the road between a power pole and 
a telephone pole. Getting it tight enough to hang a couple 
of inches off the deck was a chore, but cars could drive . 
over it with only a slight bump. 


SLING OPERATION 


Another accomplice—this project had quickly become 
a community effort—started at the far end of town ina 
semitruck tractor, loudly and in a low gear. He roared 
through town, hitting his jake brakes as he approached the 
“police” car, then gunning on out of town. Oh, it was 
decades ago, but I can still see it all on the back of my eye- 
lids. The Buick’s slush-o-matic had just hit high gear when 
he crossed over the cable and the hook grabbed the line. 
When the line got tight the power and telephone poles 
shook so violently we thought they were going to come 
down, and the Buick proceeded for another fifty feet 
minus the rear-end, riding on the frame in a shower of 
sparks. The rear-end and wheels, of course, were sling- 
shot back toward town by the cable. 

The town reached a decision not to continue their fight 
on mobile crime; it was no longer an effective revenue 
source, and they didn’t want to buck what had become an 
escalating popular revolt. The clown re-retired to his 
favorite watering hole. The phenomenon of the town 
clown has virtually passed from the Western scene, to no 
one’s regret. Even small towns now usually have profes- 
sional peace officers who are honest, trained, capable— 
and, these days, needed. 
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CHAPTER 5 


| BEN 
| FRANKLIN’S KITE 


Electricity can be fun, primarily because a fearful tar- 
get will credit it with properties it does not have. 
Electricity will always do what it will always do, but 
uncontrolled electricity is as dangerous as a Greek with 
sneakers. You had better know what you're doing or you 
can hurt people by playing with electricity. Keep your 
wattages very low! That means if you use high voltage, 
the amperage must be infinitesimal; if you have a high- 
amperage potential, the voltage must be infinitesimal. No 
careless screwing around here. Think of electricity as a sig- 
nal, not a sword. 


LET ME CHECK YOUR SHORTS 


I once worked, in a brief period of extreme hunger, 
with a plasterer. One repair job entailed a ceiling with 
radiant-heat wires plastered into it that had broken. 
Because there was no way of finding the break, the whole 
ceiling had to be replaced. My clever boss bid the job 
accordingly, knowing full well he could find the short and 
simply tear out that spot, mend the break, repair the plas- 
ter, give it a shot of paint, and cash his check. 

He had a neon-sign transformer rigged with a long, 
insulated wand. It jazzed house voltage up to 5,700 volts, 
but, of course, at very low amperage. He grounded one 
end of the radiant heating wire to it, then waved the wand 
around until he got close to the break and the electricity 
noisily arced from the wand to the break in the wire. 
Eureka! He had found it. 

Says I, “Can I borrow that thing, heh, heh?” Such a 
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device will handily short out electrical lines buried a foot 
or so underground (their insulation is rated for 600 volts) 
and hardly leave a mark above ground. Unless the target 
has a similar device, he'll have to dig up the wire to find 
the short. It works even better on buried telephone lines, 
as the insulation is much thinner, but to risk turning this - 
kind of voltage loose in the commo net is tantamount to 
murder. You just might fry the pacemaker of someone 
who is talking on the phone miles away. Just remember, 
5,700 volts on the loose will chase you all over the farm. 
Rig the transformer with a dead-man switch (only on 
while you are squeezing it; it will automatically go off if 
you drop it). You will need two wands, heavily insulated 
except for the pointed tips, on heavily insulated leads, 
from the two poles of the transformer. These are driven 
into the soil as close as you can come to each side of the 
buried wire. This kind of voltage will arc through several 
inches of dry air, but a lot of damp soil. Once the insula- 
tion on the buried wires is breached, the juice in the 
underground line will carbonize the vinyl and, in short 
order, burn the wire in two. If you are tidy, your two probe 
holes will not leave a noticeable mark, especially in grass. 


CAPACITY FOR TROUBLE 


A handy item for all occasions is a capacitor. I’ve had it 
explained to me by those who understand such things, but 
I still don’t really understand why capacitors work like 
they do. Same principle as a Leyden jar, if you know what 
that is. Suffice it to say, they are, in effect, instant-discharge 
batteries. Whatever voltage you charge them at, they will 
discharge at. And the longer you charge them, the more 
electricity (amperage) they store. Their ability to hold elec- 
tricity is measured in farads or microfarads (MF). A 500- 
MF capacitor is usually about the size of a beer can, and it 
can store enough juice to blast a cat over the barn or kill 
you several times over. If in good working order, a capaci- 
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tor will hold its charge for a long time. There have been 
cases where people have been injured by the capacitors in 
abandoned TV sets. You can discharge one instantly by 
shorting across the two poles with a screwdriver or other 
metal object. You can charge one by connecting the two 
poles to an electrical source. 

The potential uses for a capacitor are limitless. I first 
met Mr. Capacitor in the shop of a friend. He was the most 
talented gunsmith I have ever met, and he operated from a 
wheelchair, thanks to a German .88 round during the 
Battle of the Bulge. He was a swell host, and anybody of 
good spirit with a coffee cup was always welcome in his 
shop. But he had to train friends not to pick up stuff on his 
workbench—a gunsmith’s workbench is always littered 
with interesting stuff—because they would invariably put 
it down somewhere else, and it was a real hassle to trun- 
dle around the shop in a hand chariot trying to locate an 
item that some knothead had misplaced. So he always left 
some really intriguing items lying around—hooked to a 
capacitor. If nothing else, electricity is a trainer Pavlov 
himself would be proud of. 

But a capacitor can be deadly if it contains too much 
electricity. Best first get a small one, about the size of a 
flashlight battery. Charge it for a few seconds on house 
current, discharge it, and experiment with it until you are 
familiar with its characteristics. Don’t treat it as a toy—it’s 
not. One this size will suffice for most purposes. 

Cats, being very sensitive to electricity, are easily dis- 
couraged by a capacitor. Once, when living in the desert 
without benefit of air conditioning, I had to leave the 
doors open to cool off at night. I glued a couple strips of 
aluminum foil, about six inches apart, across each door- 
way, each hooked to separate poles of a fully charged 500- 
MF capacitor. I never realized how many visitors I had 
been having until I had to get up nearly every hour the 
first night to recharge the thing and throw the victim in 
the garbage. By morning I had gotten no sleep, but I had 
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fried one rattlesnake, one king snake, one kangaroo 
mouse, three cats, and a humongous toad. I finally rigged 
a little capacitor that would just give a high tingle to run 
wildlife off, and a relay to recharge it automatically after it 
had been discharged. The noise of a big one going off 
made sleep impossible. ' 

Capacitors are useful, but be careful. And unless you 
intend to commit mayhem, stick to the small ones. 


HENRY FORD’S BEST INVENTION 


The coil on early Ford cars was a nicely finger-jointed 
little wood box that held a vibrator (to give transformable 
intermittent direct current) and a transformer coil that 
would boost six volts up to, oh, plenty high to jump a 
spark plug gap and provide a lot of entertainment around 
the farm. Once in a long while you may still find one in a 
junk shop, but if you do, consider yourself lucky. Some 
modern automobile coils have a similar design, and they'll 
do fine for the demented electrician, but be watchful for 
any little solid-state wonders that also incorporate a capac- 
itor. It is essentially a redesign of the old Ford coil that a 
cattle prod uses to convert the volt-and-a-half flashlight 
battery’s juice into something with serious zapping ability. 
Some such “self-defense” devices have a built-in capacitor 
in addition, so the juice is fed from the battery through a 
coil to get high voltage, to a capacitor to store up amper- 
age, then intermittently discharged in attention-getting 
lightning bolts. 

The nice thing about an old Ford coil is that you don’t 
have to have AC to boost the voltage up. 

At this same gun shop, the proprietor rigged the door- 
knob to his Ford coil, so when somebody came in with a 
tray of coffee, he’d get it and the coffee would go flying. 
This is where the revenge angle comes in: one who had just 
been zapped always wanted to zap the next guy, so we'd 
point out the switch to him. But, heh, heh, the switch was 
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wired too, and he’d zap himself: instant karma. The princi- 
ple here, no matter what the scenario, is to be thinking one 
step ahead of the target’s reaction, and he’ll never catch up. 


TOM SWIFT AND HIS HIGH-TECH ELECTRONICS 


There are, I admit, a lot of possibilities within the field of 
space-age electronics. But for the truly eclectic electrics 
you'll have to report to your local Radio Shack geek and 
avail yourself of his high technology. This tome will have no 
advice on high-tech electronics, because I don’t understand 
all that stuff, and neither do you because if you were as 
smart as me, Leonard, you wouldn’t be reading this book. 


CHAPTER 6 


_ BITTER TASTE 
_ OF JUST DESERTS 


The principle is to deprive a thief of any benefit from his 
spoils. It can usually be as simple as putting styrene resin 
(works better than sugar) in gas you know will be stolen. 
Here are a few cases from history to get your balls rolling. 


WHO’S IN THE WOODPILE? 


A friend of mine had laboriously spent a good deal of 
the summer cutting and splitting wood for the winter and 
had it stacked by the road drying. The pile started to 
shrink faster than it should have from water loss, so he 
took a couple pieces, drilled them out, and put in about a 
quarter-ounce of black powder. He left them on top of the 
pile, and within a week his closest neighbor remarked to 
him that something had exploded and blown all the lids 
off his stove. “Well,” said my friend with a smile, “some- 
times that happens when you try to burn green wood.” On 
occasion, it’s appropriate to let the target know who threw 
the dart. 


THE PAPER CHASE 


One of the most irritating things about urban living is 
the low-life who steals your morning paper. One fellow 
liberally dosed the funnies with poison-oak extract (see 
Chapter 1, “A Disciplined Art Form”) on the assumption 
the thief would take the paper to the bathroom and read 
the funnies first. 

I talked to one livid reader who was planning to have 
one of those custom/joke newspaper headlines made up 
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reading “Newspaper thief defecates himself to death,” 
dose it liberally with DMSO and croton oil, and put it in 
the plastic bag on his lawn by early light. I lost track of the 
fellow, so I don’t know how well it worked. 


THE RUNS FOR HIS MONEY 


An old-timer I know likes his beer, and when in the 
merchant marines he always used to stash some on board 
for himself on long trips (he used to ship coastal all he 
could, so he’d never be too far from a beer source). 
Somebody found his stash on one trip and started sharing 
it. Well, the size of the stash was predicated upon the length 
of the trip, and he didn’t have any to share. So, first port he 
got some croton oil, borrowed a hypo from sick bay, and 
croton-oiled a whole six pack, putting aluminum tape over 
the needle hole on the bottom of the can. It was the cook. 
There was no doubt. He confronted him but could never get 
him to admit it. But the beer was safe from then on. 


TRADE-OFF 


Another sot found his bottles of whisky shrinking, and 
worse, watered down. He watched the bottles to deter- 
mine which was the thief’s favorite, then he brought in a 
fresh bottle and doctored it with Anabuse, the medication 
administered to recovering alcoholics that makes them 
deathly ill if they have a drink. Told me he lost a “friend” 
but saved his booze, so the next time it happened (differ- 
ent moocher) he doctored it with aloes so it would taste 
terrible, and when questioned he told the thirsty snitcher 
it was Anabuse. This particular drinker knew well what 
Anabuse would do, so he stayed painfully dry for a week. 


TOBACCO ROAD 


As if it weren’t bad enough already, there are many 
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ways to mess with tobacco. Horse hair is easy to add dis- 
creetly, and it gives it a foul taste that lingers in the mouth. 


AND THE ARRESTING OFFICERS LAUGHED 


This one comes from the newspaper: in Denver, two. 
thieves were arrested in the act of carrying large frozen 
boxes from a meat packing plant. What were they stealing 
in the dark? A carload of beef rectums. 


PLEASE DON’T STEAL THIS 


Several years back, New York City had a garbage 
strike. It was starting to stack up, and apartment dwellers 
were getting desperate. You couldn’t even carry it to work, 
as everybody’s Dumpster was overflowing. Knowing 
New Yorkers, one fellow easily licked the problem by 
neatly gift-wrapping his garbage and leaving it on the seat 
of his unlocked car. 
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$ CHAPTER 7 


CARRION 
| LUGGAGE, 
_ AN OFFAL MESS 


Waste not, want not. Ripe roadkill can be not only use- 
ful, but fun. Given opportunity, your target’s favorite dog 
will probably roll giddily in any pile of rotten flesh, then 
joyfully jump on his master. You need only to provide the 
opportunity. 

Or, if the roadkill is ripe enough for its skin to slip and 
you can get its shirt off, put a disposable diaper on it, 
place it in a plastic bag with some baby clothes, dump it in 
the target’s garbage, and dial 911. 

The use of roadkill is not new, but it represents a typical 
case where new creativity can breathe life, so to speak, into 
an old idea. The cadaverous odor of even relatively small 
roadkill that has been allowed to ripen in a warm enclosed 
space such as an automobile, foot locker, or small room is 
nearly impossible to ever get rid of or mask. Shipping a 
dead cat to a cat fancier and dead dog to a dog fancier is 
pretty old stuff; this will be your second test—see if you can 
do better. (See Chapter 29, “Oh Rats, Charlie Brown.”) 
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! CHAPTER 8 


COUNTING 
OUT HIS GOLD 


This is not something you will use everyday unless 
you foolishly decide to attack Mr. T’s chains, but should 
the occasion demand you wash gold plate away in an 
instant, there is nothing faster than potassium iodide solu- 
tion. And it’s pretty safe, as chemical reagents go. It’s what 
they fed the kids around Chernobyl as an iodine source to 
prevent their thyroids from collecting radioactive iodine. 

You can have fun with this in Juarez when the fellow 
with the blue velvet assures you that the “Genuine Rolodex 
watch ees solid gold!” Or if some stuffed shirt with gold- 
plated dinnerware lets you in his house to impress you, be 
sure to polish the flatware before you eat. If one day you 
read that somebody attacked a gold-plated capitol dome by 
dumping instant-dissolving solution on it and catching it at 
the down spout, you'll know it was the General. 
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CHAPTER 9 


DMSO DEMENTIA 


DMSO (dimethylsulfoxide) is a colorless, hygroscopic 
liquid obtained from the lignin that holds wood fibers 
together. It has myriad uses in industry as a solvent and in 
medicine because of its unique ability to penetrate the skin 
and carry with it whatever it is mixed with. Therein lie its 
greatest dangers and benefits. 

The properties of DMSO were discovered by accident 
in a wood products lab in Oregon when technicians whose 
hands were exposed to DMSO soon noticed a fishy taste in 
their mouths. Then some who worked with DMSO noticed 
their arthritis improving. Athletes began using it for 
strains and sprains, and soon it was approved as a veteri- 
nary supply for that purpose. A brisk bootleg market 
exists all over the country for industrial-grade DMSO sol- 
vent for self-administration to treat everything from ulcers 
to arthritis to impotence. 


SAFETY FIRST 


Due to its ability to enter the human body through the 
skin and bring with itself whatever it may be mixed with, 
pharmaceutical-grade DMSO is mixed with medication 
and applied topically as a method of introducing various 
medications without using a needle. But self-administra- 
tion of low-grade DMSO, especially on skin that is con- 
taminated with substances that may be harmful if carried 
through the skin, can be dangerous—even fatal. The 
unique penetrating/carrying ability of DMSO was not lost 
upon those who professionally lurk in the night with evil 
intent toward their fellow man. Heavy metal salts were 


29 


mixed with DMSO to induce heavy-metal poisoning, hal- 
lucinogens were mixed with DMSO to destroy the target’s 
credibility, and various other poisons were mixed with 
DMSO to cause other specific changes or symptoms. 
Replacing the Mata Hari ring, it was a lazy agent’s dream 
because it was so easily administered—one had but to 
leave it where the target would touch it, such as on a steer- 
ing wheel or doorknob or in his shoe. For all we know, 
needle-shy junkies mix it with smack. 


SOFTLY 


Although widely acclaimed and widely used, DMSO is 
potentially dangerous if misused. There are only a couple 
of applications at all suitable for soft revenge. One is to mix 
several drops of DMSO with one drop of Skatol (see 
Chapter 22, “Makes Scents to Me”), in the event that the 
target has no sense of smell. The inventor of this mix guar- 
anteed the writer that it leaves a “lingering fecal taste in 
the mouth that no Tijuana hangover can match.” Mixing 
Quassin with DMSO will leave a taste like the target has 
been drinking rubbing alcohol. The other use is also, ah, 
earthy in demeanor. It mixes well with laxative cathartic 
agents such as phenolphthalein or cascara sagrada. One 
mechanic told me he had trouble with tool thieves until he 
mixed DMSO with croton oil and applied it strategically on 
likely items in his shop. It worked fast; he claimed he could 
darn near follow the brown streak to the thieves’ car. 
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CHAPTER 10 


_ EVER LOOK 
UNDER A FLY? 


Lots of folks like animals, and most are pretty good 
about keeping them home. But if you have animals, you 
have flies—and few people are very conscientious about 
keeping their pet flies at home. By employing the revenge 
of the horseman’s neighbor, you can help to ensure that 
their favorite flies don’t stray far from where they belong. 


FLY FREE 


Everybody is familiar with the screen flytraps you 
hang here and there to trap flies. They work fine, because 
once a fly gets in he can’t figure his way out. Flies are all 
named Leonard, and they’re not very smart. The trick is 
drawing him to the trap and getting him inside. 

For this purpose are marketed various fly baits, which 
are barely noticeable to humans but will draw a fly from 
as far away as the wind blows. There are powders, pellets, 
wafers, and even liquid fly baits. 


FLY HOME 


Given access to the fly-owner’s house, it is a simple 
matter to strategically place the little pellets on top of door 
and window frames, behind curtains, in flower pots, on 
shelves, on ceiling lights and chandeliers, and so on. The 
kitchen and bath, of course, should receive saturation cov- 
erage, but don’t forget the bedroom. There’s nothing like a 
fly buzzing in the dark to make one consider the possibili- 
ty of cleaning up his manure piles. 

Once the premises have been thoroughly baited, use a 
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pencil point to discreetly enlarge strategic interstices in all 
of the target’s screens to ensure that the flies can come 
home to roost. Corners are best, as an enlarged hole there is 
less noticeable, and for some reason flies will go to a corner. 
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$ CHAPTER 11 


_FLOC YOU TOO, 
CHARLIE 


SLICK TRICK 


Floc (short for flocculent) is a white powder used to 
clarify solutions by causing particles in suspension to 
group together in masses that will then settle or can readi- 
ly be filtered out. It’s commonly used in the mining indus- 
try to clarify solutions of unwanted particles or to help 
pick up precipitates that you do want. But it has another 
salient feature. Spread a teaspoon of it on a wet driveway 
and there is no way anyone will stand up on it. It was 
tried back in the riotous ’70s as a riot-control agent called 
“Instant Banana Peel,” because if a little of this were 
spread on a wet street nobody could stand up, and how 
can you stand up for your cause when you can’t even 
stand up? It’s fun stuff. You may not have a riot to quell, 
but it will come in handy for something. Do not put this 
stuff on a street or highway. But if you ever find a wet 
dance floor, you'll know what to do. 
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CHAPTER 12 


' FLOWERS IN 
| SHOCKING PINK 


I read this one someplace. Maybe it was in Reader’s 
Digest, which I like because it will sit on a water closet 
without falling off. One old gal was a real flower fancier 
and worked hard to have lush beds of spring and summer 
flowers in her front yard. Her neighbor was also a flower 
fancier, but she favored the best flowers cut from her 
neighbor’s yard. The old gal who worked so hard to grow 
the flowers didn’t know quite what to do about it, as she 
wanted the neighbor to stop molesting her flowers but 
wanted to be diplomatic about it. 


TOM SWIFT AND HIS ELECTRIC BEANSTALK 


Her son had something of a Tom Swift bent, so he 
rigged the lushest flower stalks with a thin wire that led to 
a capacitor and a relay that started a tape player. Next 
time the flower rustler leaned into the bed with her scis- 
sors, she recoiled from a “slight” electric shock, and the 
molested flower hissed, “Leave me alone!” 

Worked just fine. For more fun things to do with 
capacitors and electrical gadgetry, see Chapter 5, “Ben 
Franklin’s Kite.” 
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CHAPTER 13 


‘FOOD FOR 
| THOUGHT 


NATURAL, ORGANIC, SMELLY 


No review of stench warfare is complete without a men- 
tion of the classic juvenile agent, Limburger cheese. It 
works best when warm, or very warm. Targets include 
shoes (where it is very believable), heating radiators and 
ducts, and it’s hard to beat on the exhaust manifold of a 
car—especially if you balance it with a large onion on the 
other manifold. Real staying power. See Chapter 3, “Auto 
Matic Revenge,” for other car targets, and Chapter 22, 
“Makes Scents to Me,” for other olfactory agents of interest. 


SOMETHING’S FISHY 


Just as some perverted old German let milk rot to its 
ultimate point and called it Limburger, it seems that at 
some point an Asian fish peddler found himself with a 
load of rotten fish and could think of naught to do but let 
them rot to the boiling point, siphon the juice off this fer- 
mentuous glop, and sell it as a “Fish Sauce.” It’s marketed 
as nuoc mam or other names and is available in most ori- 
ental groceries. It’s truly strong, and unless you were 
raised on this stuff it can be overpowering. Slip a little 
here and there among your target’s fishing gear and 
clothes, and see if his old lady lets him in the house. Or 
place it strategically in his fishing vehicle and boat . . . or 
on his favorite cat. 
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EGGSTRA TIP 


The use of rotten eggs is so trite and overworked, we 
won't deal with it here, except to provide you with a 
defense. The next time some geek (and rotten eggs are 
employed only by geeks, probably named Leonard or 
Fred) hands you an Easter egg with a smirk, test it for 
being hardboiled. It’s simple: an egg with fluid inside (rot- 
ten or raw) will not spin on its side because of the air sac 
at the large end. If it spins easily, rapidly, and smoothly it 
is hardboiled; if it wobbles and stops spinning quickly, it is 
soft. If it is soft, try to think of something appropriate to 
do with it. (Leonard is right there in front of you.) 
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CHAPTER 14 


FOR WHOM 
THE BELL TOLLS 


The most effective treatment for harassing telephone 
calls is to blow the whistle on them. An athletic whistle 
works best, held close to the receiver. One of my least 
favorite things in life is the telephone solicitor, but wreck- 
ing the ear of some poor wretch who is just trying to make 
a living is not the answer. The proper target is the firm 
who hires people to disturb your dinner wanting to know 
if you'd care to buy fire insurance for the box of birthday 
candles you just bought. If any readers have an answer for 
telephone solicitation companies, please contact me in care 
of Paladin Press (P.O. Box 1307, Boulder, CO 80306). 

For information on the use or detection of telephone 
bugs, refer to How to Avoid Electronic Eavesdropping and 
Privacy Invasion, available from Paladin Press. 


on 


CHAPTER 15 


FROM RUSSIA 
| WITH LOVE 


Xenophobes can be fun. In fact, all people with 
phobias have potential here. Of course, it is not cricket to 
prey on an innocuous person’s phobias. But when some- 
one is a real pain because he lets his phobias run away 
with him, then those phobias are a proper target point 
upon which to draw a bead. Many professional therapists 
feel that the victims of phobias benefit when they confront 
a phobia directly and learn more about it. Dr. Trickery has 
the same prescription. 

For instance, if somebody looks for Communists under 
the bed, he would probably benefit from the receipt of a lot 
of propaganda material from any Communist country (if 
you can find one that still says it is) or domestic group you 
can find. Or if he is worried about right-wingers, have him 
sent apartheid literature from South Africa or see that he 
gets on every far-right mailing list—and there are many. If 
he is a homophobe, see that he gets all the available free lit- 
erature from gay groups, or groups (1) interested in finding 
a cure for, or (2) freaked out by the prospect of, the AIDS 
epidemic. Or make sure he gets an invitation for the con- 
vention of the Queer Coalition of Fairies and Kings of the 
Bull Dykes, preferably being held near him. If you’re not 
sure what the target’s orientation is, have a pile of skinhead 
literature sent to him. That's sure to offend anybody. 
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: CHAPTER 16 


_ GATES OF HELL 


Locked gates are usually put up as a signal for other 
people to keep out. But sometimes they do not. I have a 
friend with a secluded cabin in the mountains. It is remote, 
and usually unattended. She had a hardware-store-type 
gate with a lock on it where her long driveway left the for- 
est road, but some turkeys rammed through it and bur- 
glarized her cabin. So I built her a serious gate from 
welded two-inch iron. Somebody proceeded to drive 
through that gate, and it would have taken at least an old 
Dodge 4x4 to do it. Now, that was war. All I knew about 
these vandals/thieves was that they were sure their vehi- 
cle could drive through any gate I built and so were prob- 
ably stupid enough to regard the matter as a contest and 
try it again, and that they probably were doing it at night. 


REMEDY 


I built what looked like a two-inch water pipe brace 
for the inside of the serious gate, sitting at an angle from 
the ground to low-center on the gate. It was really a piece 
of two-inch water pipe that was spring-loaded inside a 
length of three-inch pipe buried in the ground at the same 
angle, with a pointed length of one-inch drill rod extend- 
ing the length of both pipes. During the next week, they 
rammed the gate again (this time it had a light chain and a 
cheap padlock since we wanted it to break away). 
Evidently the drill rod went plumb through the radiator 
and into the engine, as there was a lot of crankcase oil on 
the ground, plus a lot of tire tracks from a tow vehicle, and 
so on. Heh, heh. 
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GOTCHA! 


But I wasn’t sure we really had them trained yet, so we 
set the shish-kebab gate back up just like it was before. 
Then I went up the road and slung a greased cable diago- 
nally across the road between two trees to guide a vehicle 
off the road and into a creek. Nothing happened for some 
time, then one Friday we went up for the weekend and 
found that the parts of the skewering gate brace were 
pulled out and thrown into the bushes, the chain was bro- 
ken, the gate was bent . .. and on down the road there was 
an old Dodge Power-Wagon on its side in the creek. The 
engine was still warm! 

Says I, “Hon, you run back into town and bring the 
sheriff, and I’ll wait right here in the bushes.” She passed 
the tow truck on her way in but continued on to get the 
local law. 

They were still trying to get the rig out of the drink 
when I heard a siren from far off. I was enjoying watching 
in the bushes, and the tow truck man just kept on about 
his business unaware, but Leonard and his cohort were 
really getting uncomfortable. They were real low-lifes, and 
they ended up doing some time for burglary and destruc- 
tion of private property. 
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$ CHAPTER 17 


' HMMMMMMMM 


This is the darndest thing, and maybe you can figure 
some way to make it work with your Christmas decora- 
tions. Back in the riotous decades, one riot control tech- 
nique was a red background light flashing at forty cycles 
per second in combination with a fifty-cycle hum. It was so 
subtle it usually went unnoticed, but it caused confusion 
and disorientation, even nausea, among groups of people. 
You might try different combinations of varying cyclic rates 
on your target’s dog and find an even better set. 
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CHAPTER 18 


IT’S AGAS 


A favorite toy of the noise, fire, and smoke fanatics has 
always been acetylene. You can buy it, or you can make it 
yourself by dumping carbide in water. But in any dimen- 
sion larger than a toy carbide cannon, it has the potential 
to be dangerous. A yock in high school shop class used to 
be to fill a penny balloon with an acetylene-oxygen mix, 
then pop it with a torch. LOUD! As a kid I was witness to 
a semiclever adaptation of this idea on a grand scale. 


THE BALLOON IS UP 


The plan was to fill a surplus weather balloon with 
acetylene and oxygen, then tie it to a balloon that had been 
filled with house gas for lift, set them adrift with a long 
fuse, and wait for the satisfying explosion. 

The principals in this plot featured themselves as safety 
conscious, and they carried out the plan over a fair-sized 
lake so that any burning balloon material would fall harm- 
lessly into the water. In this lake were several very small 
islands covered with low brush and scrub trees. House gas 
doesn’t provide much lift, but the wind blowing against the 
lift balloon as they filled the other with acetylene seemed to 
be tugging it into the air, so they confidently lit the fuse and 
set it adrift. The wind slackened, and the two balloons 
bounced lazily across the water until they got snagged in 
some brush on one of the miniature islands. 


SEMISMART 


The crew had been racing along the shore keeping an 
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eye on the balloons, and when they looked through the 
brush to the leeward side of the little island they could see 
one of the local itinerants dozing in a rowboat, fishing pole 
in hand. When the bag of acetylene went off with an ear- 
crushing crack, it burst and ignited the bag of house gas into 
a fireball that burned for nearly a minute. They were at first 
concerned for the condition of the dozing fisherman but 
decided he was okay by the speed with which he was mak- 
ing for shore. The incident was passed off as merely swamp 
gas and an itinerant’s exaggeration. They were lucky. 


SLOW LEARNERS 


The same crew—they were slow learners when it came 
to safety—all went to the same high school, which was a 
long, one-story affair built on a slight slope. At the high 
end of the building was a paved basin where buses turned 
around, and in the middle of this was a storm-drain grat- 
ing. The storm drain went right down under the main 
hallway to a parking lot on the low end, where it dumped 
into the city storm sewer. There were brass vent holes 
every so often in the hallway. 

The temptation was too strong, so they dumped a dou- 
ble handful of carbide in the drain in the bus basin, then 
raced down to the parking lot and lit an oil-soaked rag, 
which they stuffed into the grating where the drain met 
the storm sewer. When the acetylene reached the burning 
rag it went off with a resounding boom and shot flame up 
through the drain vents in the main hall, creating quite a 
stir and singeing some bobby sox in the process. The oily 
rag was blown completely out of sight into the parking lot, 
and the diagnosis by the local firemen was “sewer gas.” 
They got lucky again, then decided to retire. 


PHONY IS MORE PHUN 


The threat of gas explosions can cause a great deal of 
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concern, because the danger is real. But in the soft revenge 
business we don’t want the danger, we only want the con- 
cern. That’s easy. Although acetylene has a distinctive 
smell to those who recognize it, natural gas or the 
propane/butane/producer-type gases do not. Therefore, 
commercial producers of these gases must add a strong, 
distinctive, and disagreeable tracer smell so that any leak 
is noticed immediately. 

The compound used is ethyl mercaptan, marketed as 
“Sentinel E.” Because an incredibly small amount goes a 
long way and it is an easy-to-use liquid that instantly 
vaporizes in the presence of natural gas, it is a natural 
product to use. It is available from chemical and 
petroleum industry supply houses (tell them you want it 
for an olfactory tracing agent). So any time you want to 
drive the target out of his house with a “strong gas leak,” 
simply put a few drops of ethyl mercaptan here and there 
near his gas appliances. Or when he comes back from 
vacation tired, late at night, and with a cigarette in his 
mouth, he’ll probably spend the night in a motel after he 
changes his drawers, heh, heh, heh. This is one of the most 
fun innocent toys for boys with ploys I’ve come across. 
But I don’t recommend fooling around with the real 
thing—people can get hurt. 


CHAPTER 19 


JEEPERS, 
CREEPERS, 
HOW TO GET 
THOSE PEEPERS; 
JEEPERS, 
CREEPERS, 
HOW TO GET 
THOSE SPIES 


THE JOY OF LOOKING 


This section deals with how to send a voyeur into the 
unknown. I suppose you could call them peeping-denial 
operations. I personally don’t care if some nerd gets jolly 
looking at my pimply butt through the bushes, but most 
folks, in particular the gals, really get huffy when they find 
nose prints on their windows. 

A peeper is a classic example of a target who has an 
Achilles’ heel that he can’t contro]. That makes him not a 
target, but a mark. I’ve talked with so many successful 
peeper busters that it could make a book in itself, so we’ll 
pass along the ones that illustrate the best techniques, or at 
least the most profound successes. 


DRAW THE SHADES 


Peepers feed on opportunity like bees on honey, so 
remove the opportunity and you will probably remove the 
peeper. Exposure—no pun intended—is the next best reme- 
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dy. I knew a couple who heard scuffling in their attic, which 
amazed them since they didn’t know they had scuffling 
space in their rented attic. A careful inspection later 
revealed that a series of peepholes had been carefully cut 
through the thin plasterboard ceiling, so they devised “the 
plan.” The next time they heard scuffling in the attic, his 
wife screamed, “There’s rats in the attic!” He jumped out of 
bed, grabbed a .22, and started shooting wildly into the 
attic at every place he knew there were no peepholes. There 
was a wild thrashing and bumping in the attic, and their 
landlord fell through their bedroom ceiling and hit the floor 
running. They traded their silence for a new ceiling, a 
solemn promise to stay out of the attic, and six months free 
rent while they leisurely shopped for a new place. 


HARD GLASS 


The window frame can usually be satisfactorily booby- 
trapped. The following have been done with good results: 
hooking one pole of a capacitor (or an old Ford coil—see 
Chapter 5, “Ben Franklin’s Kite”) to an aluminum-frame 
window and grounding the other; putting DMSO and cro- 
ton oil or DMSO and syrup of ipecac (vomiting agent) on 
the window ledge; putting commercial itching powder or 
poison-oak extract/leaves on the window ledge; rigging a 
photo flash to blind the peeper like Thomas of old (and get 
his picture) and hope he runs into a tree on his exit (I 
know of one case where Blinded Tom ran into a polelike 
saguaro cactus and lost an eye); putting razor blades or 
broken glass on the window ledge; leaving marking dye 
on the window ledge. 


HARDEN THE AREA 
This can be as unobtrusive as any of the following suc- 


cessful methods: planting roses, blackberries, cactus, or 
poison oak (depending on your climate) outside the win- 
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dow; rigging electric fences near the window—or water 
sprays that can be turned on from inside; digging a shal- 
low punji pit under the window or leaving caltrops or bro- 
ken glass on the ground; unleashing a hostile dog; and 
sleeping with a two-foot length of pipe. 


I SEE YOU 


A private detective friend told me of a gal who came 
to him wanting the address and name of the tenant in an 
across-town apartment she had a photo of. In fact, she had 
photos of the target inside his apartment in a compromis- 
ing onanistic situation behind his telescope. She wanted 
his name and address so she could anonymously send him 
his photo and tell him to put his telescope away. 

One thing that was never explained to me in this case 
was how she happened to be looking back through her 
own telescope—and camera with telephoto lens. At any 
rate, my friend advised her not to send the picture anony- 
mously—and for free—but to take a video, which he 
offered to sell to the target for a commission. 


LASER LOOKBACK 
Remembering that the original Peeping Tom was 


blinded, you might opt to aim a good, strong laser at any 
telescopes you see targeted on your window. 
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CHAPTER 20 


| JELL IN THE JOHN 


A common feature of most household drain and waste 
systems is a vent that goes through to the roof. It’s simply 
a vent to relieve any gas pressure that may build up, help 
waste flow downward with less gurgling, and so forth. 
But it does give the trickster access to the inside of the tar- 
get’s drain and waste system. There are any number of 
water-jelling agents available from chemical supply hous- 
es, which, introduced in relatively small quantities down a 
vent (or flushed down a toilet or sink), will turn the whole 
into a rubbery jell. 

This jell, of course, is not water soluble. In fact, I’m not 
sure just what will make it go away, but then, that’s the 
target’s problem. You can invent any sort of plausible 
story when asking for it (you need to jell waste to facilitate 
disposal, etc.). Plaster of paris will do a permanent job 
when necessary. 

If you can’t forage past your local Safeway store, sev- 
eral packets of Knox gelatin mixed with hot water to dis- 
solve (use minimally) and allowed to go down the drain 
will, when cooled, gel in the sink trap and clog it. If you 
close the water to the water closet, flush to drain the bowl, 
and dump a bowl full of gelatin mix in, that will also let 
the little Tidy Bowl man get out of his rowboat and walk. 

Jelling agents can be fun, but don’t get cute with fish 
bowls. Keep it in mind if a buddy ever asks you to fill 
his canteen. 
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CHAPTER 21 


JONATHAN 
LIVINGSTON 
SEAGULL 


I once considered the possibility of plying an honest 
trade and attended a hardhat diving school. I threw a 
spoiled sandwich over the side, and the divemaster 
promptly threw me in after it. Not grasping exactly what 
he had in mind, I failed to retrieve the sandwich, and 
within minutes the air was filled with dozens of seagulls 
competing for the sandwich, or in hope of another, and 
dropping corrosive bombs on our copper diving helmets. 
They stayed around for a couple hours, until the dive 
barge (not to mention my name) was pure crap. Works for 
any target in or near the water. Many creatures may be 
similarly enlisted in your cause. 


YOUR GREAT ANT 


Ants are attracted variously to sweets, oils, or carrion. 
Sweets and oils are the easiest to discreetly salt where you 
want ants to go, and few things are as persistent as ants. 
Some ants, once they establish residence, are extremely 
persistent. There are mahogany-colored ants in the 
Southwest that live in the ground and can be extremely 
hard to get rid of. About the only available poison that 
effects them much is chlordane, and that is not only nasty 
and persistent stuff to have around, it is only marginally 
effective on the buried nests: they simply dig a new exit 
and keep on going. Their bite, which they freely give, rais- 
es a welt larger than a bee sting on most people. But every 
Achilles has his heel. 

Ants carry formic acid. That’s what gives an ant’s nest 
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the distinctive smell, and early chemists used to distill 
them to get it. Native Americans would put greens in an 
ant hill to let them crawl over them and flavor them (same 
idea as using vinegar for its acetic acid). An ounce of sodi- 
um cyanide salt in a quart of water, poured carefully down 
their hole in the ground and discreetly on the ground near 
the entrance will kill em all. If done during the day, with- 
in minutes there will be a heap of workers who died 
instantly as they returned. Every ant trying to get out of 
the hole will die. When fresh eggs hatch and they go for 
the daylight, they will die instantly. The formic acid of the 
ant’s body reacts with the cyanide crystal to release hydro- 
cyanic acid gas (HCN) right in his face, and he’s a goner. 
Cyanide salt is not something to leave lying around, so 
keep the area covered against animals and/or people you 
like. 

After all the eggs have hatched out, carefully pour 
chlorine bleach everywhere you have poured cyanide, to 
break it down. Do not do this indoors, as the bleach gener- 
ates cyanogen chloride gas (CNCI). CNC] breaks down 
almost immediately, so it is the recommended way to kill 
cyanide outside, but in a confined area one lungful can do 
you in before it has time to break down. 

Lead or other heavy-metal salts are the basis of many 
ant baits, as they don’t kill them right off. These drive the 
ants dingbat, and they go home and attack their fellows. 

I'll bet Heloise didn’t know that! 


TEND TO BEESNESS 


Bees are attracted, as are wasps, to anything sweet— 
honey in particular. But they are also into recycling and 
will come and strip to the last grain any beeswax. Wax can 
often be disguised as something normally seen in an area, 
or it can be melted into place. It cannot be hosed away. 
The cheapest place to buy it is at a foundry supply, where 
it is used in lost-wax casting. 
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FLIES 


If you want to attract clouds of annoying fruit flies in 
the summer, water down applesauce and pour it in the 
grass where people won't notice it. See Chapter 10, “Ever 
Look Under a Fly?,” for fly-baiting techniques. 


MAKE ’EM EAT CROW 


Crows have a terminal Achilles’ heel. They have a 
blinding enmity for owls. You can put a stuffed owl on a 
fence post and crows will come for miles to attack the owl, 
even if you shoot until your shoulder is sore. If you put a 
stuffed (or plastic) owl on the target’s house where it is 
visible from the air but not the ground, he will think he is 
starring in a Hitchcock movie. Crows are persistent, rau- 
cous, and will eat and dump where they are. 


RODENTS 


Rodents will come and set up housekeeping where 
they find food and access to shelter. Help your target pro- 
vide both. See Chapter 29, “Oh Rats, Charlie Brown.” 


WELCOME HOME, PIGEON 


Pigeons will hang around food sources, and they tend to 
relieve themselves when sitting at rest. Witness any statue. 


HERE, KITTY, KITTY, KITTY 


Skunks are the original soft revenge artists. They are 
really queer for eggs and/or cheese. They would probably 
kill for a Denver omelet. A trail of aged cheddar cheese 
crumbs will lead a skunk anywhere you want it to go. If 
you want a skunk to linger in an area, mix a froth of milk 
and eggs and pour it on the ground (or floor, depending 
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on the environs). We had a neighbor, A, who used cheese 
to entice a skunk into the dug-earth basement of neighbor 
B, then threw B’s dog in after it. B had to dig the basement 
a couple feet bigger in every dimension to get rid of the 
smell. 

If you ever are attacked by skunks or have an accident 
attacking someone else with a skunk, tomato juice works 
best for taking the smell from clothing and personnel, and 
an ozone generator works best for getting the smell out of 
a building. But neither are good at getting it out of the 
vinyl of an automobile interior. 


STICKER FOR DETAILS 


Porcupines are innocuous little critters that are rela- 
tively bashful and make it a point to mind their own busi- 
ness unless provoked. They were probably the original 
nonsoft revenge artists—they don’t take any stuff off any- 
body. But they can be enlisted as allies if you cater to their 
particular Achilles’ heel, which is salt. I can’t imagine even 
a hard-core junkie eating the boards under an outhouse to 
get a fix, but a porcupine will do so in a minute to get the 
salt. Or eat tool handles to get the salty sweat, or waddle a 
mile to eat up an old ice cream freezer. So if the target has 
anything that can be saturated with salt and there are por- 
cupines in the area, that thing is as good as gone. If you 
have to import some porcupines to do the job, I'll leave it 
to you to figure that one out. 


FLEAS, TICKS, AND CRAWLY THINGS 


Out in the middle of nowhere, I once met a fellow 
coming out of an old mine shaft with what looked like the 
tank off a Scott Air Pack. I asked him if there was bad air 
in the mine, and he laughed. The tank was filled with 
CO, and he was using it to attract the assorted disease- 
carrying bugs in the rat’s nests of the abandoned mine. He 
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explained that many such pests are incredibly sensitive— 
and attracted—to the CO> given off by mammals. He said 
sometimes they would just wrap dry ice in several layers 
of burlap and leave it for a day, and when they came back 
it would be full of bugs looking for the CO> source. 
Worked for him, ought to work for you. 
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CHAPTER 22 


| MAKES 
SCENTS TO ME 


BEE GONE WITH YOU 


To drive swarming bees from a location where they are 
not wanted, the apiary trade commonly uses a product 
called “Bee Gone.” It’s an easily applied liquid in a plastic 
bottle that simply smells so bad that the bees will go to a 
different environ where they can still smell the flowers. Its 
active ingredient is a butyl compound, and it smells like a 
well-fed cat that was too lazy to dig and has been cough- 
ing up hair balls at the same time. You may notice traces of 
this sweet, barfy scent on new plastic objects that are made 
from the same butyl base, the smell of which wears off 
eventually. But Bee Gone is designed to linger. Great stuff 
for a target who is a cat fancier. You can get it from any 
beekeeper’s supply, and it can be used in concert with 
other offensive-odor agents (read on). 


SKATOL ON THIN ICE 


Skatol is a chemical extract from glands of the African 
civet cat. As the Greek-derived name implies, its chemical 
composition (and smell) is the same as the odor-producing 
components of human feces. I have no idea what the 
everyday use for this is in industry, but it is available from 
Eastman Chemical Company. It is fairly expensive, but a 
drop goes a long way. A very long way. Trust me. See 
Chapter 9, “DMSO Dementia,” for other possible uses for 
skatol in the event your target has no sense of smell, and 
also Chapter 42, “The Water Great Scandal.” Appropriate 
spots to leave it are the hinge of a toilet seat, where it is 
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not likely to get washed away, or on the brim of the tar- 
get’s hat. Properly administered skatol can add a creative 
dimension to such trite and juvenile standards as the 
whoopee cushion. 


WHAT, WHO ME? 


During World War II, the British comedians at SOE 
(Special Operations Executive) developed an olfactory 
harassing agent they issued to street urchins to squirt on 
the pants of occupying Nazi officers. The equivalent 
American agency, the OSS (Office of Strategic Services), 
liked it so much they copied it, and they issued it in small 
ophthalmic tubes. It worked well, aside from a problem 
they had with in-house pilferage by local jokesters. A 
number of formulations were developed, tailored to spe- 
cific theaters and enemy diets. The main active ingredients 
were skatol and n-butyric acid, mixed in a mineral oil base 
to make it hard to remove. Other ingredients used in vary- 
ing proportions to tailor the aroma from shades of fecal 
through cadaverous and skunky were n-valeric acid, n- 
caproic acid, amyl mercaptan, mercaptan, and ionone. I 
have found that the two best oil-based carriers for this 
nasty stuff are an STP- or Motor-Honey-type polymerized 
motor oil and old-fashioned water-pump grease. If you 
think you want to risk mixing it, a blend of STP and soft 
asphalt tar makes a difficult-to-apply but impossible-to- 
remove carrier. Fun stuff for those with a scatological bent. 


SAY “CHEESE” 


For every juvenile’s favorite in stench warfare, see 
Chapter 13, “Food for Thought.” 
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CHAPTER 23 


_MAN’S BEST 
|" ENEMY 


Only a true cad would hurt a dumb animal to get to its 
revenge-deserving owner, as most animals are nobler than 
most people. Nor would he hurt or harass innocent parties 
merely because of their association with the target, as they 
have probably already had their bitter cup from that rela- 
tionship alone. 

However, animals can be good vectors to deliver a 
message to their owner targets, as Jack London’s protago- 
nist did in Chapter 1. Sometimes the animal itself is 
deserving of deeper involvement. 


THE STRAIGHT SCOOP 


Consider, for instance, the hapless victim whose 
neighbor would stand and watch amused every morning 
while his overfed dog relieved his bowels on the victim’s 
patio, then bounded back to his owner’s pickup for a ride 
into town. The victim asked his neighbor if he couldn’t 
control his dog and got a horse laugh for a reply. The vic- 
tim took to shoveling the offal back over onto the neigh- 
bor’s place, but that didn’t bother the neighbor at all. He 
was considering building a catapult to properly deliver 
the doggy doolies when “the plan” came to him. 

“Well,” said the victim to himself, “since he doesn’t 
mind filth and likes to laugh so much, watch this!” He 
waited until one morning when his neighbor was slow to 
come out of his house and get into his pickup, and when 
the dog bounded over to his patio for his morning consti- 
tutional, the victim fed the dog a treat heavily laced with 
croton oil, then ran him off with a stick before he had the 
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opportunity to do his daily scatological masterpiece. 

Presently, the neighbor appeared and called the dog to 
jump in the truck. The dog always rode up front, of 
course, with his head out the window. The victim reported 
that when they returned, both dog and neighbor were rid- 
ing with their heads out the window, and the neighbor 
busied himself with a hose for quite a time, cleaning out 
the pickup. In some cases, both animal and owner can 
benefit from some suitable training. 


SCATOGRAM 


The offending animal can also be used to deliver writ- 
ten notes. One gal tied a sign to the collar of a cat that 
read, “I potty at the neighbors’ every day, and they’re tired 
of it. Please get me a sandbox.” If it is a “house” animal, it 
can usually be used to carry objectionable material into its 
owner's house to highlight a written message. Its fur can 
carry a good load of anything obnoxious (see Chapter 7, 
“Carrion Luggage, An Offal Mess”), a skatol-STP-tar mix 
(see Chapter 22, “Makes Scents to Me”), or merely some- 
thing dirty, such as tar alone or some slow-drying paint. 

If the target has—or is—a dog, loud ultrasound can get 
him howling incessantly, and this, in turn, can trigger the 
desired action on the part of the target. 


ANIMAL ALLIES 


Often an animal can be enlisted as an ally in a plan, 
such as the dog enticed to dig up flowers with coyote 
scent or the cows mentioned in Chapter 41, “The Ultimate 
High.” If you want to entice cats, use oriental fish sauce. If 
you want to entice deer, salt the ground and they’ll keep 
coming back to paw or lick it (and then odds are good you 
can turn the target in for poaching). See Chapter 21, 
“Jonathan Livingston Seagull,” and Chapter 41 for other 
animal enlistment ideas. 
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: CHAPTER 24 


/MATCHLESS 
- SIMPLICITY 


Henry David Thoreau advised us to “Simplify, simpli- 
fy.” Your mission, of course, is to make your target's life as 
complicated as possible. But you can do it in some very 
simple ways. Probably the simplest device is the wooden 
matchstick or toothpick. You can jam one in any key-type 
lock and break it off in an instant. Lock me out, will you! 

If locks are your target but technology is your bag, it’s 
hard to beat weld sealant. This is a thin liquid akin to the 
cyanoacrylic “wonder glues” or the Lock-Tite thread 
sealant that imprudent pranksters like because they set 
instantly. (We will not deal with that stuff here, because 
we think tricking somebody into gluing their various body 
parts together or to a toilet seat is dumb, and potentially 
dangerous.) Weld sealant is anaerobic setting, which 
means that it is liquid in the presence of air but gets hard 
instantly when deprived of oxygen. It is designed to wick 
into fissures in faulty welds, like on a fuel tank, and 
instantly seal them. It will do the same when squirted into 
a lock. It wicks around the little brass pins and any other 
close-fitting surfaces, locking them in a flash. You can find 
it at most welding supply houses. 

I talked to one poor-sport maintenance man who, 
when he found himself fired, left behind a can of Lock- 
Ease lubricant that he had emptied and refilled with weld 
sealant. He said he regretted that he hadn’t gone immedi- 
ately into the lock business, as his gung-ho replacement 
lubed nearly every lock in a four-story office building one 
night before he realized what he’d done, and they had to 
be drilled out and replaced. 
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CHAPTER 25 


| MISCELLANY 
MANIA 


Here's a batch for trivia freaks and those who can put 
miscellaneous information to good use. 


MONEY FROM HOME 


Avarice, or greed, is always a good target. Braze a 20d 
nail to a fifty-cent piece (or a quarter if you’re stingy) and 
drive it into a crack in the sidewalk. Your target is apt to 
lose his fingernails, patience, and, with a little luck, the 
blade of his favorite jackknife. 

A variation is to leave a wallet or purse on a black fish- 
line in the road while you hide in the ditch or bushes. 
When the target’s vehicle screeches to a stop, you pull the 
string and go, “Yuk, yuk, yuk.” 

Other rural adolescent humor includes a kid with a 
dumb grin on each side of the road, postured like they 
have a rope stretched between them. Most motorists are 
dumb enough to believe two kids would be dumb enough 
to do it, and they screech to a halt, yuk, yuk, yuk. 


CAUTION: TELEPHONY ID 


Most telephone companies now offer, for a fee, an 
instant tracing service connected to your phone that allows 
you to see on a screen the number from which a call is being 
made. Telephone harassment—unless you're trying to sell 
something—is against the law in most jurisdictions. If you 
have to use a phone, use a public phone and wipe it clean. 
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COMPASS RUMPUS 


During World War II, the British SOE learned of a ship- 
ment of compasses the Germans were giving as a gesture 
of friendship to the Arabs—an invaluable gift for a people 
who must know which direction is Mecca. The first 
thought was to destroy the compasses, but the second and 
better thought was to remagnetize them backwards and 
let them be issued, then get the word out to the Arabs that 
they had been kneeling to pray with their backsides to- 
ward Mecca. 

Do you have a target who is a yachtsman? 


ANOTHER SECOND THOUGHT 
British agents learned of a Norwegian fish packer who 
was canning a run of sardines for Nazi submariners. The 


first thought was to poison it. The second and better 
thought was to croton-oil it. 
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CHAPTER 26 


MUD IN YOUR EYE 


eeceeccseoveccos 


Science marches on, raining on the just and unjust 
alike. One intriguing recent development is a polyacryl- 
amide that has the ability to hold ten times its weight in 
water. It will never release water to evaporation, but it will 
release it to plant roots. It therefore has many uses in agri- 
culture. It is finding wide use in arid regions where plants 
could thrive if the water that rained down could be 
retained in the soil instead of running off or evaporating. 
Small, overpriced packets of the stuff are sold in flower 
shops for housewives to put in with potted flowers, so if 
they forget to water, the plant can draw on this inevap- 
orable reservoir. 

A little water in dirt, of course, makes damp dirt. But a 
lot of water in dirt makes mud. If your target has a 
dirt/gravel road or driveway, mix enough of these water- 
retaining polyacrylamides into the soil at a given point, 
and the first time it rains you will have mud. You don’t 
have to wait for the next rain; this mud will never evapo- 
rate. You will enjoy watching him washing mud off his 
car, or getting it towed, during the next drought. 
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i CHAPTER 27 


MUTANT 
TEEN-AGE 
NINJER SNAPS 


LIFE OF THE PARTY 


If you want to liven up a dance party—not that a con- 
temporary dance party can have any sort of mayhem 
thrust upon it that could be noticed—here’s an easy-to- 
mix compound that will turn heads. It used to be especial- 
ly fun at the old sock hops. Simply pour a small bottle of 
tincture of iodine into a water glass of household ammo- 
nia and stir thoroughly. A gray cloud of fine precipitate 
will form. Let it sit overnight to settle, then decant the am- 
monia and rinse with a small amount of cold water. You 
can filter out the gray precipitate (which is called ammoni- 
um iodide or nitrogen tri-iodide, depending on which 
chemist you ask), or you can scoop it out with a spoon. 
You must keep it wet, as it is highly explosive and highly 
sensitive when dry. When dry, it can be set off by motion, 
abrasion, concussion, radio signals, induced electricity, a 
spark, or even a fast rise in temperature. For this reason, 
keep it in small (rice-grain size) quantities, and keep it 
wet. Always. 

To employ this goodie, you take a damp pinch and dis- 
tribute it in salt-size increments around the dance floor as 
you are dancing. When a grain of it dries and somebody 
steps on it, it goes snap! Looking at the floor usually 
doesn’t disclose anything. One time several of us were in a 
roadhouse dancing up a storm, each sprinkling this stuff 
around at the same time. Before it dried we had all 
returned to the bar. When it started snapping and popping 
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all over the place, after the initial mayhem, dancers were 
getting quite a kick out of it. But not the melon-headed 
proprietor. He didn’t know what it was, but he sure knew 
he could pull the plug on the jukebox, sweep it up, and 
spoil our fun. 


THE BROOM AND BOOM 


Working to hoots and boos from the patrons, he had it 
all in a tidy long pile (there must have been a quarter- 
ounce of it) before it all'went off. Salt-size grains of it go 
snap! But a quarter-ounce went BLAM! and blew all the 
whiskers off his push broom. If he’d been down there with 
a dustpan when it went off, it could have cost him. Be 
careful with this stuff: keep it wet and keep it small. 

You can also use a feather to paint a streak of it along a 
door jam. My favorite spot is under the rubber bumper of a 
toilet seat, or, if you can get it there, under the snap of 
somebody’s holster. It’s also fun stuff to leave behind on 
the marble floors in the hallowed halls of justice or on 
gymnasium floors. You can bet they’ll have some poor buf- 
foon with a broom sweep it into a pile, so don’t leave a lot. 
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: CHAPTER 28 


NEITHER A 
BORROWER NOR 
LEONARD BE 


Given enough to share, most are glad to. But there are 
always mooches who would, given the chance, practically 
live off the largess of others. Orchestrating a series of 
object lessons for such chronic borrowers (who, coinciden- 
tally, never reciprocate) is an enjoyable pastime. It’s even 
more fun to anticipate what the mooch will want next and 
be ready for him. 


SHINE YER TEETH, LEONARD 


As a kid GI in Germany, this writer had the chance to 
see two masters pitted against each other: a master 
moocher and an artful educator. The educator watched the 
mooch as they packed gear for a field deployment. With a 
shrug, mooch put in a rolled-up tube of toothpaste and no 
boot polish at all. Knowing full well he’d be asked, educa- 
tor took along some German senf, a really hot mustard/ 
horseradish that came in a tube just like American tooth- 
paste. Thirty seconds of vigorous scrubbing took the hide 
off mooch’s gums before he realized he’d been hurt. But 
that didn’t cure him, of course. 


SHINE YER BOOTS, LEONARD 
The next day mooch asked for some boot polish, and 
educator enlisted an accomplice to offer him a can of 
German stove polish. It came in a flat can like kiwi, was 


black, and smelled like boot polish—even went on like 
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boot polish. But it dried silver, not black. 

The possibilities are as endless as a mooch’s demands. 
This will be a good drill for you to practice waxing cre- 
ative. Some adaptable ideas may be found in Chapter 6, 
“The Bitter Taste of Just Deserts.” 
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: CHAPTER 29 


-OHRATS, 
CHARLIE BROWN 


Not many people like rats. As it happens, I do. But I’ve 
had occasion to get to know them, and taken as a whole, 
they compare favorably with the human race. At one 
point, this writer lived alone in the desert. I happened 
upon a large, perfect specimen of a Mojave rattler, and I 
took him home with every intention of making him into a 
belt, but just never got around to it. He started looking 
hungry, so a friend of mine who was going into a civilized 
outpost brought me back a reject lab rat. 

I had never met a rat up close before, but she wasn’t 
such bad company so I never fed her to the snake. The 
snake got away. Next trip to town, my friend—who didn’t 
know the snake had escaped and was worried about its 
culinary provisions—brought me another rat. I put it in 
with rat #1, and it was instant and obvious love. In short 
order I had twelve rats. So, what the heck, I built a proper 
cage for the lot and bought a big bag of generic dog food. 
Of the ten babies, eight were females who had no qualms 
about incest. Soon I had more than a hundred rats and 
took up scrounging lumber for cages as a hobby. 


EXPONENTIAL SUCCESS 


By the end of the summer I had more than 1,200 rats of 
every color (more than half of which were pregnant), and 
it didn’t take a genius to realize I was at the quantum 
point on a parabolic curve, facing bankruptcy from the 
feed bill alone, and looking at the prospect of sharing my 
winter quarters with more rat turds than I could compost 
in a lifetime. I was ready to bail out. In theory, I could have 
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sold them to a Zoo or laboratory for feed or science, but I 
had neither time nor means to get them to market. 

Out of the blue, a fellow sought me out who wanted to 
take them off my hands. Not being in a position to negoti- 
ate, I tallied up what I had in dog food, added something 
for my time in building enough scrap wood cages to nearly 
fill his cattle truck, and helped him load them up. I never 
asked, but I assumed at the time he was somehow or anoth- 
er into animal husbandry. This was not exactly the case. 

An incident three months later from down south in the 
state explained it all. Seems this fellow had retired from the 
Midwest and had come to the Southwest to establish a 
retirement business. He bought ground on the outskirts of a 
fairly plush community that had a lot of wealthy folks who 
were into horses. He got proper building permits and 
licenses and sunk his nest egg into building a nice feed and 
tack store, then settled down to enjoy his semiretirement. 

No sooner had he hung out his shingle than the local 
law, acting on complaints from the local good ol’ boys 
who didn’t want any competition, shut him down for an 
improper license. Seems he was only licensed and zoned 
for selling “packaged” feed, and they allowed that baled 
hay was not “packaged.” At a subsequent hearing, the 
good ol’ boys on the council decided he could indeed not 
sell baled hay, although the existing good ol’ boys could, 
since their businesses “preexisted.” 


RAT RAISER’S REVENGE 


He was shut out of the local hay trade for a year before 
he finally managed to sell his house and store building—at 
a significant loss—and left town. Shortly after that he got 
the rats from this writer. But it was not until the high heat 
of the following August that he turned them loose in front 
of every good-ol’-boy feed store in town. 

With proper feeding, by that time he should have had 
several thousand. With thousands of rats running around 
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in broad daylight, the town quickly realized it was under 
siege. Just as the rat revenger knew they would, the good 
ol’ boy town fathers launched an immediate saturation 
rat-poisoning campaign. Just as the rat revenger knew 
they would, these nonwily domesticated rats, used to eat- 
ing whatever man put out for them, committed mass hairy 
rodent hari-kari. 

Within two days, thousands of dead rats (we're talking 
a massed weight of a couple tons here) were fermenting 
in, under, and around every building in town. There was 
no escape from the stench. 

Revenge is always sweeter when the target is led into 
playing a star role in a grand production entitled “How I 
Soiled My Own Nest.” 

According to the local papers, it created quite a bit of 
mayhem. The community never figured out where the rats 
came from, but they were looking. A fellow who looked a 
lot like a cop dropped by at my remote outpost and asked if 
I had any rats to sell. I told him, “Well, no, not really, I’m 
into gardening,” and showed him a picture of how green 
my garden was last summer. He didn’t ask why it was so 
green. 

... And the nice thing about rats is, you can get started 
in the business for only a couple of dollars. Leonard, I'd 
advise you to go ahead and get a couple right now, so 
you'll have a supply when the need arises .. . 


68 


CHAPTER 30 


' PITCH IN 


Nothing here to do with Woodsy Owl, just some low- 
tech agrarian humor. The soft pitch (actually, its resin true 
pitch is asphalt, as in “pitch black”) found in little blisters 
on the newer bark of most any balsam-family tree is free 
and handy. Collect it on a knife blade and apply it strategi- 
cally to doorknobs, toilet seats, tool handles, and so on. It’s 
hard to get off with soap, but it comes off with turpentine. 
Professional seed cone pickers usually use salad oil to 
remove it. Peanut butter will work as well. Hey, I know 
you probably had thought about pitch already, but I’ll bet 
you didn’t know salad oil would take it off. 
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: CHAPTER 31 


POOLS, FOOLS, 
_ AND JEWELS 


Personally, I think everybody should be rich. Except 
those, of course, who amass their fortunes by cheating and 
chiseling those who earned it the hard, honest way. I once 
knew a fellow who had acquired relative (to me) wealth 
by dealing old folks out of their nest eggs on phony min- 
ing investments. He was a walking caricature of the nou- 
veau riche. For example, everybody in the neighborhood 
had a pool, but he had to have gold-plated fittings on his 
filter. And before they were in vogue, he wore long gold 
chains that hung down to his greasy belly. They were a fair 
complement to his bleached-blonde wife with her heavy 
makeup and leopard toreador pants. 


LEONARD'S SALVAGE OPPORTUNITY 


I had to go over to his place on business, and he invit- 
ed my girl to come along. She had a two-dollar garage-sale 
lead-crystal dinner ring on a garish Tiffany-style mount 
that, had it been a real diamond, would have easily 
weighed over two karats. I asked her if she wouldn’t like 
to dedicate it to the betterment of the human race, and she 
agreed. We polished the green stains off the ring and loos- 
ened the prongs on the setting. 

When we arrived, my girl was giddily bubbling with 
excitement over having just inherited a “two-and-a-half- 
karat diamond” from her grandmother. We took turns 
admiring the ring, and during a lull in the conversation I 
examined it at poolside, dropping a small piece of gravel 
in the pool as I plucked the “diamond” from its mount 
and palmed it. Her wailing, crying, and accusing almost 
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had me feeling genuinely guilty, and we all took turns div- 
ing for the “diamond,” to no avail, of course. 


FREE ADVICE IS WORTH... 


I stated with knowledgeable conviction that there was 
no doubt the diamond would turn up in the innards of the 
pool filter, probably catching in one of the fittings because 
it would be heavy. The target solicitously promised to 
return her diamond when it turned up. (Riiiight.) The 
afternoon having become uncomfortable, we left. 

I called the target in a week or so to ask if, perchance, 
he had found the “diamond.” He sounded genuinely sorry 
when he reported he had not. And I think he was. When 
next there on business, I saw that his gold-plated filter fit- 
tings bore really ugly scars from a pipe wrench. Heh, heh. 
I knew he would do it, and I knew somebody too stupid to 
make a living without cheating old folks would be too 
dumb to turn a pipe without messing it up. A week or so 
later, I noticed there was a large wet and washed-away 
spot on his embankment where he had drained his pool. 


PICK ’EM CLEAN 


But this was not the end of it. We had left him with 
hope, and hope is a valuable commodity. We had to 
reclaim the hope before we withdrew from the arena. So 
the next time over there I brought along my girl, uninvit- 
ed. She bounded out of the car and announced, “I’m going 
to look for my diamond one last time!” As she approached 
the pool deck, she squealed with delight, bent over, and 
“retrieved” her “diamond.” It was great. Target’s floozie 
was really watered and couldn't hide it. My only regret 
was that I was never able to get next to his gold chains 
with some potassium iodide (see Chapter 8, “Counting 
Out His Gold”). I got word to him through an intermedi- 
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ary that potassium iodide would really make gold neck 
chains shine, but as far as I know, he never tried it. Win 
some, lose some; but always keep trying. It’s your duty to 
the human race. 
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: CHAPTER 32 


PRINTERS ARE A 
 CHURL’S BEST 
_ FRIEND 


For some reason, people tend to believe something 
that has been lent the dignity of print. If you’ve read this 
far I’ve probably cured you of that, but something printed 
on an official-looking form will catch nearly everybody’s 
attention. It is very helpful to establish a close liaison with 
a like-minded printer early on. He will be one of your 
most important weapons cartels. There are perfectly limit- 
less possibilities for the revenger who owns a printer. 


THE AIDS TEST 


It’s always more fun when you make the target cut his 
own switch, that is, become an active player in his own 
flogging. The AIDS test is a good example of this. You and 
your favorite printer need to compose an official-looking 
letter from a government agency (it can be from the Center 
for Disease Control in Atlanta, Georgia, or your county 
health department, or anywhere in-between). This letter 
will state that there have been suspected incidents of peo- 
ple possibly contracting AIDS in your area from 
mosquitoes (or ticks, or humming birds—whatever you 
have lots of locally). 

In this letter is a packet with three test strips (wrapped 
in plastic or waxed paper—they must be kept dry). You 
make these test strips yourself by soaking blotter paper in 
a strong cobalt chloride solution and drying it thoroughly. 
They should be stamped with “control numbers,” “lot 
numbers,” and such, for authenticity. The letter instructs 
the target to urinate on a test strip—a change from white 
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or light pink to a strong blue or purple color is a positive 
indicator of AIDS—and to immediately have any /all sexu- 
al partners take the same test (include at least three strips, 
in case he has a wife and a girlfriend). The target is then to 
return the test strips to the “issuing agency.” Enclose a 
preprinted return envelope and a plastic bag for the test 
strips, addressed to the local health authority. What the 
heck, might as well involve them, too. Or, alternatively, 
you might instruct him to report to the local VD clinic or 
something. Whatever. 

A test strip soaked in cobalt chloride and dried, of 
course, will immediately turn blue whenever exposed to 
any source of moisture. If you want to clinch the test, you 
can instruct the target to dry the blue test strip in the oven, 
and if it turns white, that’s double proof that he has AIDS. 
This ploy can also be worked into a scenario where the 
suspect vector (carrier) is something obnoxious the target 
is harboring, like flies, mosquitoes, an early-crowing roost- 
er, cats with loose bowels, whatever. Be creative; tailor the 
ploy to the target. 

This is far better than the old “You have VD” postcard, 
because after seeing his self-inflicted “test results” the tar- 
get himself will believe it, not just somebody who reads 
his mail. 

ALTERNATE AIDS TEST 


If you want to complicate the target’s life even further, 
do it this way: stamp the outside of the envelope “Time 
Value, Open Immediately” and mail it for delivery when 
he’ll be away and his spouse will get the mail. The 
enclosed letter will start, “Per your request, this confiden- 
tial test .. .” The issuing agency can be the “Heterosexual 
AIDS Project” in care of some local health agency. The 
enclosed test strips for “spouse and any other sexual con- 
tacts” and a short expiration date will probably be enough 
inspiration for his old lady to self-administer a test, and 
the target will really have a warm reception when he gets 
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home. You might follow up with a phone call to his house 
from a “doctor” advising the spouse to self-administer the 
test immediately. 


GOOD NEWS/BAD NEWS, WHEN THE EAGLE FLIES 


How would your target like to get a letter from the IRS 
with a check enclosed? Something to the effect of, “An 
audit of your returns for the years XXX through XXX has 
determined you overpaid, and a refund is due you in the 
amount of XXX, which is enclosed herewith.” The letter 
part is easy, but the imitation check has to be done artfully, 
on the right stock, and with everything proper, up to and 
including punch-card holes. You want it to get as far up the 
banking chain as possible before it gets bucked back. Be 
generous—it’s as easy to give him an eight-hundred-dollar 
refund as it is one for a paltry twenty-five. With a little 
luck, your target will cash the check instead of depositing it 
and spend this windfall before the check returns. 

This works equally well in various other circumstances 
peculiar to the target, such as end-of-year bonus checks 
from his employer, insurance refund checks, even unem- 
ployment comp checks if you’re cold-hearted enough and 
the target is deserving enough for this. It will usually take a 
little research on the part of the perpetrator to locate his 
Social Security number and so forth, but if you want to 
look up the target’s birth records, one of the most convinc- 
ing checks-in-the-mail can come with a letter from a lawyer 
in his town of birth with a phony inheritance check. 

If you don’t feel generous, send a notice of tax audit, 
along with long lists of documents that must be prepared 
and brought in. 


DO I FEEL A DRAFT? 


Greetings: the phony draft notice—too simple to need 
much explaining and too simple to screw up. I know one 
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fellow personally who got one. He quit his job, got mar- 
ried, sold his car, then reported in and was sent home in a 
real wrath. I don’t think he ever got over it, but he got off 
easy. A “usually reliable source” told me of another 
dimwit who got one, reported to the induction center on 
the day stipulated, and actually signed up. He thought he 
was drafted; the army thought he was enlisting. The army 
didn’t get any bargain on that one. He was probably 
named Leonard. They probably made him a cook. 

This yock only works when a draft is in effect, of 
course, but a variant is the reserve call-up, which works 
well on reservists and other weekend warriors. 


QUARANTINE! 


Phony quarantine posters work well when tailored to 
the target. The day before a horse show, hit ‘em with one 
for equestrian anthrax; before a cattle auction, one for 
hoof-and-mouth disease; before a bird show, one for par- 
rot fever. Dog shows? Get a mongrel bitch in heat and 
throw her in loose. 


FOR SALE BY THE COUNTY 


A notice of property tax sale is always fun. Put it up a 
day or two before the target plans to go on vacation. Or 
post it while he’s away, along with a notice of who bought 
it at the auction. The best “buyer” to list, of course, is 
another target; most targets are on the outs with many 
people, so you can usually take your pick as to who else 
you want to involve. 


DECREE AND SUMMONS 
Assorted summonses from the local jurisdiction are 


believable. Notices to appear for jury duty are good, as are 
notices of bench warrants issued. But the best, of course, is 
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a notice that the target is being sued for divorce, because it 
leaves a great deal of room for you to wax creative as to 
how badly he is about to get fleeced by his spouse. If he’s 
married and has a girlfriend, it could be a “palimony” 
suit—be sure his wife opens the mail. Or have a “process 
server” (your buddy) deliver it to his workplace. 


FINAL NOTICE 


If you can find out where the target trades, he’ll no 
doubt appreciate final notices from them all, maybe even 
the local credit bureau. I once came across a blank IBM 
punch card, like those that often accompany bills, and 
typed the target’s name at the top with “Final Notice” in 
the center of the card, dropping it on the floor where he 
worked. When he found it, he quietly put it in his pocket, 
but when he left for lunch he was gone all afternoon con- 
tacting all his creditors trying to find out which one was 
closing in on him. Your target’s imagination can often be 
your best ally. I knew a fellow who specialized in writing 
imaginative letters, usually on “official” letterhead. He 
would then burn half of it away as if it had blown from 
the trash and leave it where the target would find it. 
Another option: business cards from PIs or various law 
enforcement or regulatory agencies, left in the target’s 
driveway as if dropped by accident. 


CHAPTER 33 


| REVENGE IN 
| THE LIBRARY 


THIS, BUD, IS FOR YOU 


There is a legend of the efficiency-oriented fellow who 
worked at a custom bakery and discovered he could save 
time by slicing bread two loaves at once using a longer 
knife. It worked fine, so he tried an even longer knife and 
was able to efficiently cut three loaves at once. 

That process worked so well that he got the largest- 
available meat cleaver and modified it for slicing four 
loaves at once. This also worked well. 

And this improvisation, was, of course, the world’s 
first four-loaf cleaver. 

What has this to do with revenge? It’s for you, you 
Leonard, the SOB reading this in a library because you’re 
too tight to buy a copy. 
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CHAPTER 34 


| SALTED MINES 
_ AND PHONY GOLD 


How to salt a mine is a book for another time, but 
here’s my favorite salted-mine story, favorite because it’s 
true and it’s a case of just deserts. 


THE STINK OF ZINC 


Up in northeastern Washington state there used to be a 
lot of mining activity. Zinc plus some silver and gold were 
the products. There was one rather small patented zinc 
mine that sat square in the middle of extensive mining 
operations carried on by a large company. It was a family 
mine, and it was not for sale, but the large company found 
it to be in the way of their grand plans and wanted to buy 
it. They figured the old guy was getting ready to retire, 
and they didn’t offer him anything close to a fair price. He 
sent them packing and told them if he was going to give it 
away, he’d give it to his kids. 

Thereupon the large company began a program of 
harassment to try and get the old guy to sell: dozing up 
his access roads, “accidentally” busting the water pipes 
coming to his claim, threatening horse-pucky lawsuits, 
and on and on. As his claim was patented, they couldn’t 
file an adverse claim, but they pulled every other dirty 
trick, such as contesting his right-of-way and water rights 
and so on, trying to wear him down with lawyers. 

So he hauled in a load of high-grade argentite (a silver 
ore) from a different district and laboriously inlet it into 
the zinc-bearing mineral veins in his mine, then let the 
word get out that he was tired and would sell for anything 
close to a fair offer. The company sent a carload of smiley 
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types in white shirts over to discuss his terms. Of course, 
they were familiar with the geology of the district, and 
finding argentite with the zinc-bearing sphalerite would 
not be unusual. He told them, “This is a good zinc mine. 
It’s right in the middle of the mineral zone you are work- 
ing, and it’s the richest,” which they knew was true. When 
one of the men eagerly picked up a chunk of argentite off 
the foot wall, he added, “And there’s some lead too, but I 
never worked that; the mill I sell to don’t want that in the 
zinc concentrates .. .” And he followed the man’s eyes to 
the “veins” of argentite carefully inlet into the mine. The 
crew made some grab samples and left, promising to come 
back with an offer for a buyout. He told them, “I only 
want cash. If I sell out, I’m moving south.” 

They soon came back with an offer, and it was a good 
one—for a zinc mine. They even had the papers all drawn 
up, carefully describing his property as a zinc mine. They 
were ready to write a check on the spot. He signed, they 
wrote the check, and he never looked back. 

But they tracked him down shortly thereafter, threat- 
ening prosecution, suit, and every other sort of legal may- 
hem. He told them, “What do you mean I ‘salted the 
mine’? You told me you wanted to buy a zinc mine. You 
harassed me for two years to sell you my zinc mine. The 
mine I sold you is full of zinc. Go to hell.” 


ALL THAT GLITTERS 


I once worked for a gold mining operation that actual- 
ly produced gold. They were a small operation, but they 
were worried they'd get robbed. I told the boss, “Get some 
gold ready to give the thieves—phony gold.” We got some 
aluminum bronze and poured several large buttons and 
put them in the safe, and they looked good. Aluminum 
bronze has the best color of any nongold alloy, and it does 
not tarnish. 

If you want to make phony nuggets from real gold 
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(this, incidentally, is illegal in California), pour molten 
gold into a mixture of rock salt and coarse quartz. Wash 
out the salt and tumble the gold with its quartz inclusions 
for a very realistic placer nugget. 

The current yock in the silver business is to drill out 
ingots and insert tungsten rods, then melt the silver back 
over the hole. Hardly seems worth the work to me, but it’s 
being done on a fairly large scale. If a man buys such an 
ingot as an investment and never melts it down, he may 
never know the difference. 
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: CHAPTER 35 


- SAY IT WITH 
FLOWERS 


GREEN AND MEAN 


Large expanses of green lawn and newly planted flow- 
er beds can be used to convey written messages. These 
two instances involve a disgruntled employee and a 
recently fired employee who used the landscaping of their 
employers as a medium for the written word. The first fel- 
low noticed a large flower bed being planted with small 
spring plants, barely distinguishable amidst the mulch. He 
returned on a Saturday wearing white gardener’s overalls 
and rearranged the tiny plants into a message to the CEO’s 
wife, informing her that the CEO’s secretary was pregnant 
and that the CEO was responsible. I don’t know if it was 
true or not, but half the workers spied the message before 
some snitch tipped off the CEO. 

Another fellow, the one who had been canned, came 
back at night with a push-type lawn feeder-seeder filled 
with high-octane fertilizer and a contrasting shade of grass 
seed, and wrote his message in thirty-foot letters on the 
front lawn. In about six weeks, the message, which sug- 
gested the plant manager perform some sort of biological 
impossibility vis-a-vis the factory, was unmistakable and 
irremovable. Others have used watering cans and broad- 
spectrum herbicides to leave their messages in a lawn, or 
even gasoline that was then ignited. (The latter method, 
however, is not as permanent and probably constitutes 
arson as opposed to mischief.) 
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ARBOR WAY 


If you live in an arid region where desert cypress (also 
called “salt cedar’) grows, and you want your target to 
have drain and waste problems (or you want to crack his 
swimming pool), plant desert cypress anywhere within fifty 
feet of his pool or pipes, and within a year or two the roots 
will be there. It’s incredible how they will go and grow. 


ORGANIC PROBLEMS 


If your target is a gardener, plant weed seeds right 
behind his vegetable or flower seeds. When they all sprout 
together, he’ll have a lot of fun sorting them out. Or plant 
marijuana seeds on his back lot and call the law. 

To kill a tree, or a limb of a tree, “garrote” it through 
the cambium layer with piano wire. Copper nails will poi- 
son and kill some trees. 
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: CHAPTER 36 


SOUNDS IN 
_ THE NIGHT 


TOOTH ACRES 


At one point in my misspent agrarian youth, a rather 
well-to-do dentist moved up “our” canyon. That was okay, 
as strangers were welcome, but he chose to remain a 
stranger. And whereas a lot of the locals were driving 
heavers that would qualify for collector’s license plates, 
this snob drove the real McCoys, all restored. And he 
threw lush dinner parties in the yard of his lovely sylvan 
home (our houses were in rustic settings; his was “syl- 
van”). And he never invited any of the locals. 

One of our gang allowed as how it might be neighbor- 
ly to make sure the ritzy guests got the full flavor of our 
wilderness ambience. His uncle had a little battery-operat- 
ed record player and some records he had ordered from 
Stoeger’s to help him call in game. We enlarged his uncle’s 
collection and waited for the next big dental soiree. About 
dusk, we played a few of the wounded-rabbit records to 
sort of set the stage, then moved. At full dark we played a 
series of coyotes and wolves that had the folks looking up 
and bantering nervously. The coup de grace was an 
African jungle record that featured grunts, snarls, feeding 
sounds, and a roaring lion. It ran all the folks inside, 
where they anxiously stood with their little plates of good- 
ies, peering out the windows. The best part was when it 
was time for them go out and get in their cars. 


BARREL OF BANSHEES 
Sometimes the most frightening sound is one that can- 
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not be identified. A five-gallon, thin-bottomed pail (such 
as paint or lard comes in) will make a howler sure to have 
the locals running for the shotgun behind the door. Simply 
drill a small hole in the center of the bottom, tie a button to 
a strong piece of fish leader, and thread it through the 
hole. Coat your end with fiddler’s resin, pull the line tight 
with one hand, and “milk” (pull-stroke) the resined part of 
the string between the thumb and forefinger of the other 
hand. The tone is controlled by the length of the line and 
how tight you pull it. 

With a little practice you'll be producing haunting 
growls and moans that will carry for a mile on a still night; 
such sounds as are the stuff of folk legends. You can also 
do likewise with a #10 tin can, or by thumbtacking the end 
of the line to the target’s window frame so the thumbtack 
firmly touches the glass. These were so much fun that we 
tack-welded a length of aircraft cable to the center bottom 
on an oil drum, which we mounted high up in a tree. On 
the end of the cable we shackled a four-foot length of light 
chain. When one man pulled the end of the chain tight, the 
other would rub a stick or iron rod back and forth, up and 
down the chain to give a klaxon effect. Loud! And a sound 
unlike anything but a fifty-foot bullfrog. A good sound to 
go with Bigfoot hoaxes. 


SPACEMEN! 


A good-size (about four feet square) sheet of thin, 
springy, smooth steel will make a surrealistic sound if held 
firmly in two hands in front of the operator, who moves 
his hands toward and then away from his body ina rapid 
rhythm that flexes the sheet. A very good sound to go 
with flying saucer hoaxes. 
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$ CHAPTER 37 


| SPEED WIRE 


Another fine product to titillate your imagination is 
“Speed Wire.” I have no idea of its composition, but this 
alloy comes as a fine wire that looks like piano wire but is 
not as strong. Its virtue lies in the fact that when any elec- 
trical current flows through it, it instantly burns up and 
completely disappears. It has found application for such 
things as holding together space components that must be 
positively released in an instant. It’s also fine to amaze or 
terrorize people with. But bear in mind its properties. One 
kid had a roll of it in his pocket and walked past an electri- 
cal mechanism that induced a current in the wire, and it 
instantly self-destructed, burning his leg. The last I knew it 
was available from William H. Zeller Enterprises, Box 
1866, Wickenburg, AZ 85358. 
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: CHAPTER 38 


TAKE A BYTE 


A computer geek who understands such things can 
pontificate for hours on all the various ways to screw up a 
computer. My experience has been that they will screw 
themselves up with no outside help required. But one PI 
who had done a stint as an industrial saboteur once 
showed me what looked like a class ring but had a setting 
made of polished ceramic magnet. All he had to do to 
screw up a disk was touch it with the setting in his ring. 
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CHAPTER 39 


_ THE JOY OF SECTS 


I would go to war in a New York minute to guarantee 
my neighbor the right to pursue unmolested any looney- 
toons religion he may choose. But I will go to war just as 
fast when some looneytoons can’t readily—that is to say, 
immediately—accept the fact that I do not choose to pur- 
sue that which he holds so dear. It has been my observation 
there is some natural law stating that the more tangential a 
religious cult, the more tenaciously its followers’ shoes will 
stick to your front porch; and the more books and literature 
they carry, the less likely they are to read the sign you post- 
ed to keep them from bothering you. 

Of course, it’s rather nice when you move to a new 
town and the welcome wagons from various churches 
drop by to extend an invitation. After all, they all more or 
less have a commission to share what they perceive as 
something very good. But only by invitation—never by 
suppository. When some folks say, “No, thank you,” when 
offered a serving of chicken that still carries the head and 
feet, or when offered a stack of literature, they really are 
saying, “No, get it out of my face!” 

Sometimes Leonard the Jehova’s Witness is slow to 
realize this, and only an escalating scale of rudeness from 
scowls to physical threats will drive him away. I don’t care 
if it’s cold and raining and you brought your little girl 
with you for a sympathy entrance, we’re standing in the 
gate of my little kingdom, and you're not invited. I don’t 
care if Shirley MacLaine herself sent you to be my guide, 
I'll find my own flying saucer, thank you. And yes, that is 
a very nice army blanket you’re wearing, but I don’t want 
your book and I don’t like soy beans in any form. 
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But there is a minimum-force technique that can give 
you a pest-free, guilt-free front porch. I don’t know if it’s 
based on the principle of one hand baptizing the other, or 
on a positive plus a negative equaling a neutral, but it’s 
the only thing I've found that works: pit them against each 
other. Get a collection of their cards or phone numbers, 
and when one comes, say, “I’m not interested, but this fel- 
low is.” Diversion versus conversion. Just don’t get two of 
them on your porch at the same time. 
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CHAPTER 40 


"THE TEXAS 
-PANHANDLER 


There are unseen forces at work that occasionally 
deliver directly to you, when you least expect it and may 
not be prepared, a target you thought you would never get 
next to. Many years ago, this writer distributed how-to 
and repair manuals via mail order, directly and through a 
network of dealers. Since it’s not easy to examine a pur- 
chase via a mailing piece, everything was offered on a sat- 
isfaction or money-back basis. I used to get orders from a 
fellow in Grapeland, Texas. On his order letter he’d always 
include the line, “I am a stamp collector, please send back 
my stamp.” A five-cent George Washington stamp? You 
collect those? Here, have a wastebasket full. 

In due course, the book he ordered would be returned 
with a note that although it was unsatisfactory, he didn’t 
want his money back, he wanted to exchange it for another. 
And please send back his stamp, as he was a stamp collector. 

Well, sorry you didn’t like the book, here’s the other 
one, which we hope will prove more satisfactory, and have 
another wastebasket full of stamps. This cycle repeated 
itself several times before I caught on. It must have been 
driving him crazy trying to pick his stamp out of all those 
I sent him, because close examination showed he had coat- 
ed his stamp with glue so he could wash the cancellation 
off and keep recycling it until the paper wore out. So I 
finally wrote a letter telling him to go away because I was 
a merchant and not a library, and even though he would 
sell his soul for a five-cent stamp, I wasn’t interested in 
helping. I forgot about the incident, as this was the end of 
that nonsense. . . almost. 

A few years later I happened to be driving coast-to- 
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coast with a friend, crossing through Texas up in the flat, 
featureless scrub pine country. At about ten o’clock at 
night we approached the first crossroads for quite a while, 
and my tired eyes made out a sign that read “Grapeland.” 

“Boy, I think I know somebody in Grapeland, Texas,” I 
thought. As we passed the county courthouse, it all came 
back. “Shut her down, Johnny,” said I. “I’ve got business 
in Grapeland.” There was a phone under a light in front of 
the courthouse. I looked in the small phone book. There 
was only one “Leonard” listing. I dialed the number, and a 
sweet Texas drawl answered. “I'd like to speak to Leonard 
Leonard, please,” I said. Presently a young male voice, at 
the stage where it still cracked from falsetto to basso said, 
“Hel-lo?” I could sense tall gangliness, freckles, already 
calloused hands, and bib overalls. 

In my best severe Yankee tone I replied, “Ah, ahem. 
This is Postal Inspector Iverson, from Washington, D.C., 
the capital. It has been brought to our attention by the FBI, 
the U.S. Postal Service, U.S. Customs, and the Bureau of 
Transportation that you have been defrauding the United 
States government and the people of the great state of 
Texas by putting glue on stamps and reusing them. I want 
you to bring all the evidence to the Grapeland county 
courthouse in one box tomorrow morning at eight o’clock. 
I will be there. We do not want to have to arrest you at 
your home.” I did not get a reply. I could hear only the dry 
wind whistling through the phone wire. 

After a pause that must have been hours for the kid on 
the end of the line, I asked, “Do you understand, and will you 
comply?” Finally there was an “Uh huh,” a series of bangs 
and bumps, and finally a click as he hung up the phone. 

Alas, we had miles to go before we slept, so I was not 
at the county courthouse the next morning. But on the 
back of my eyelids I could see Leonard with a cardboard 
box tied with string, going from room to room trying to 
surrender himself to Postal Inspector Iverson. Or riding 
bareback across the Panhandle on a plow horse, with 
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everything he cherished in a feed sack. Johnny and I con- 
tinued our trip on up through Arizona, stopping to have 
lunch with one of my retail distributors who also had a 
mail-order business. We got to talking shop, and our host 
remarked, “You know, we had this guy down in 
Grapeland, Texas, who would .. .” I leaned back in my 
chair and said, “Let me tell you a funny story while it’s 
still warm...” 

This was an easy instant karma to pull out of my hat, 
but one should always be prepared. At least, always carry 
a toothpick. 
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? CHAPTER 41 


| THE 
: ULTIMATE HIGH 


In the revenge business, the ultimate high is 
orchestrating circumstances so you have two deserving 
targets pitted against each other. With proper finesse, you 
can soon stand back and watch as they both piss in tan- 
dem on the same spark plug. At that point, you only need 
do a little coaching to keep everything moving along. Got 
to tend fires once they’re started, you understand. 


SIAMESE TARGET 


The plan is always tailored to fit the circumstances, 
personalities, and abilities of the Siamese target you have 
selected. For instance, if target component A has flowers, 
and target component B has a dog, you put coyote bait in 
A’s flower bed. Then you tell A how to croton-oil a dog— 
and sympathetically advise B, “Why, that poor animal’s 
been croton-oiled.” Or if A has horses and B hates flies, 
salt fly bait all over B’s place (see “Ever Look Under a 
Fly?” for deployment techniques). And so on. If you care- 
fully determine which of each target’s buttons to push, all 
you have to do is confidentially take sides with each party 
and keep pushing the buttons and feeding ideas. You 
don’t have to be an agent provocateur to make it in the 
revenge business, but it helps. 


RUSTLING UP TROUBLE 
One of the more startlingly successful cases I’ve come 
across took place in an open-range state, where if you 


don’t want cows in your garden, it’s your responsibility to 
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fence them out, not the owner’s to fence them in. It almost 
started a miniature range war. 

The players, A, B, and C, all neighbors, did not get 
along. A decided that if he could pit B against C, they both 
might leave him alone, as he had better things to do. B was 
a small-time “gentleman” rancher, a retired lawyer. C was 
also retired and was an avid organic gardener, but he came 
from back east and didn’t understand the “open range” 
concept (or if he did understand it, he didn’t agree with it). 

So A made it a point to herd B’s cows into C’s veg- 
etable patch. C was livid, and when he complained, B—as 
lawyers are wont to do—quoted him the law, which was 
not what C wanted to hear. They parted with C promising 
that if he fed a cow, by grab, it would go in his freezer, and 
B pontificating that rustling was still a capital offense. 
Now A was getting somewhere. 

Next, A shot a horn off one of B’s prize cows and sent 
it home. B accosted C about the animal shooting, where- 
upon C said he was innocent, but if the cow ever came 
back to his veggie patch, he damn sure would. So that 
night while the bile was still high, A obliged by herding 
over another of B’s cows and then making sure C discov- 
ered it there in the morning, whereupon C did indeed 
shoot it right between the running lights with a shotgun. 
Then A called B and apprised him of the situation. B and 
the local law got there just as C was butchering it. From 
there, relations got downright hostile. 

Incidentally, if you have to move cattle and you don’t 
want them mooing and carrying on and making a lot of 
noise, feed them soap. Don’t know why that works, but it 
does. That’s a hint from Heloise the cow thief. 
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: CHAPTER 42 


THE WATER 
_GREAT SCANDAL 


There is no conceivable justification for poisoning a 
well. Period. But that is not to say that one cannot (heh, 
heh) mess with it a little. Quite a bit of work has been 
done by mad scientists who labor in abandoned salt 
mines, devising rotten things for one government to do to 
another, on the matter of “water denial.” In other words, 
making it too nasty to drink, but not at all poisonous. 


MANY WAYS 


As the compounds sought were to have the desired 
effect in only a part per million or so, the ones selected 
went a very long way. A half-dozen of the most effective, 
gleaned from myriad compounds tested, are Quassin (bit- 
ter taste), skatol (fecal smell, see also Chapter 22, “Makes 
Scents to Me”), methylselenofluoracetate, a mixture of 
Quassin and skatol, H dimethyl] thioether, and thiovaler- 
aldehyde. The top agents were determined to be one-half 
part per million or greater of Quassin or one part per mil- 
lion of skatol. The effect of skatol is intensified after stand- 
ing for a while. 

A drop of either in a water can will make its owner get 
very, very thirsty before he drinks. And if his paranoia is 
properly fed beforehand, he may well choose to die of thirst 
rather than drink. If you don’t have access to the above 
high technology, the aloes used to make rubbing alcohol 
bitter are usually available at a pharmacy (tell the druggist 
you want to keep your kid from biting his fingernails). 
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A CASE IN POINT 


One case in a small northern town where the situation 
rather got out of hand started as a wanton practical joke, as 
opposed to revenge. Two puckish types found a wastebas- 
ket made from an elephant’s foot at a garage sale. They 
bought it in the knowledge that it would be handy for 
something. That winter, the appropriate use came to them 
with the first cold weather. They filled it with rocks, sus- 
pended it between them on a long rope, and laboriously 
made elephant tracks in the snow, leading from the road to 
the center of the frozen water reservoir, where they broke a 
large hole (what seemed to them to be about elephant size) 
in the ice, and, for good measure, poured in what skatol 
they had. It couldn’t have been anywhere near the govern- 
ment-approved minimum of one part per two million, but 
because of their careful groundwork, it was plenty to do 
the job. A few well-placed grumblings about the “foul taste 
in the water” had the waterworks folks out the next day, 
and a university professor (as close as they could come to a 
footprint expert) was called in to identify the prints. The 
flavor of the water intensified as the news spread. The 
county health department took innumerable samples and 
sent them to labs all over the country, but it could identify 
no harmful, or even unusual, levels of bacteria. 

Now, not a lot of folks have a spare elephant to lose, 
and nobody was missing one, but everybody in town 
could taste elephant in the water. The ice was broken and 
skimmed from the reservoir, which was then carefully 
dragged for the elephant. The perpetrators showed me a 
picture, and it was not a large reservoir. When no elephant 
could be snagged with a drag hook, the reservoir was 
drained. There was lots of miscellaneous effluvia at the 
bottom—but, strangely, no elephant. 

People are strange about their water. One who routine- 
ly rots his liver with cheap whisky will raise holy hell at 
the slightest off taste in the water he mixes with it. This is 
an excellent example of a nearly universal Achilles’ heel. 
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CHAPTER 43 


THROUGH THE 
LOOKING GLASS 


This cute trick came to me via an old stonemason. He 
made the most beautiful custom stone fireplaces I’ve ever 
seen, and he had all the work he could handle because he 
was good. His only problem was getting people to pay. 
Maybe they thought that since he could hardly repossess a 
fireplace, they could let him slide. But he was feeding four 
kids and could hardly afford to be a finance or collection 
agency. It particularly galled him that most of the people 
having custom fireplaces built were pretty well to do (or at 
least pretended to be). So old Adolf devised the system. 


UP YER CHIMNEY 


When he finished a fireplace, he would present clients 
with a bill, which they always assured him would be paid 
Friday, when they got their annuity check, when their 
grandmother died, or otherwise soon. He would soon get 
a call from the client, complaining, “The fireplace smokes 
terribly, it won’t draw, it ran us out of the house. I can’t see 
anything wrong. The chimney is open but smoke won’t go 
up it. What’s the matter?” and so on. He would reply with 
a quiet chuckle, “Well, a custom fireplace always smokes 
until it’s paid for.” At this point, the client would know 

_Adolf had him, and usually within a week, Adolf would 
get paid, with the client demanding he come out and fix it 
so it wouldn’t smoke. 

So Adolf would go to the job, throw a rock down the 
chimney to break the pane of glass he had carefully 
mortared across it, and everybody would be happy. 

If the need arises and you have legitimate access to 
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your target’s roof (or he’s away, or you have a Santa Claus 
suit), simply laying a pane of glass across the top of the 
chimney will have the same results. 


STUFF THE BIRD 


I knew one condo dweller, a fresh-air freak, whose 
neighbor’s chimney was well below the ridge line, near 
his window. He complained to the neighbor and the condo 
association to get the stack raised so the smoke wouldn’t 
blow in his window, but to no avail. So he took to trapping 
the pigeons that soiled his window sill—three would stuff 
together head-first down the chimney. It worked. 
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: CHAPTER 44 


TURN THAT DURN 
THING DOWN 


I knew an apartment dweller whose neighbor played 
the radio loud and at all hours. Polite requests brought no 
result. So the victim bought one of those voice-over micro- 
phone/transmitters that broadcasts on the full band (like 
you use to hide in the closet and chuckle at the kids with 
your voice on their radio). The range of such devices isn’t 
far, but it would go through the paper-thin apartment 
walls just fine. Every time the neighbor would have his 
radio loud, the victim would turn his radio to a different 
station and broadcast it over the neighbor’s receiver. He 
even added a few “commercials” of his own. The neighbor 
finally found the volume dial on his radio. 
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: CHAPTER 45 


WATER GLASS 


Water glass (sodium silicate) is a true silicate glass, but 
it dissolves in water. It has been used for innumerable 
things, such as coating fresh eggs to preserve them, fire- 
proofing wood and fabrics, and so on. A trickster will use 
it when he wants the target to think he has an object made 
of normal glass. 

You will know when the proper scenario presents itself 
to you, but it will probably be something like: give the tar- 
get a dribble glass. They are only funny once, because 
even Leonard will inspect the next glass carefully. So drill 
a hole in the bottom of a glass and close the hole with 
applications of water glass. Then let the now-suspicious 
Leonard select his own normal-looking glass and pour 
himself a drink, which will dissolve the water glass plug 
and run on him. 

One good yock is to take a cold glass (preferably with 
a thick bottom) full of water and set it on a hot stove. You 
may have to do this more than once, but sooner or later 
you will get one that the bottom will break out of cleanly. 
Cement the bottom back on with water glass and give it to 
your favorite target. A dump is better than a dribble. 
Don’t use sodium silicate in such a fashion that the target 
will end up drinking it—it’s mildly corrosive. 
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CHAPTER 46 


WHY, THAT’S NOT 
MINE, OFFICER 


The bothersome and ineffective instruments that elec- 
tronically peek into your luggage wouldn’t do squat to 
detect a half-educated agent, but they do carry the poten- 
tial for entertaining (perhaps detaining) your target at the 
airport. Creating a situation that will have your target held 
long enough for the minimum-wage doorshakers to ques- 
tion his motives, or what they will perceive as his inappro- 
priate sense of humor, has a good chance of making him 
miss his plane. 

I’ve met very few “airport security guards” who 
appeared either well qualified or well trained. I think they 
are issued a uniform, told to be suspicious of old people 
who may have metallic replacement body parts, and put 
on duty. If you have any reasonable access to your target’s 
briefcase or other carry-on that is likely to go through the 
electronic peeking machine, your mission is clear and the 
job simple. 

Get a roll of assay lead, which is dead-soft, chemically 
pure lead sheet used in gold assaying and other laboratory 
work. It’s quite thin and cuts easily with scissors, and the 
silhouettes you will cut from it show up on the scope like 
solid metal, yet are easily slipped between the pages of a 
magazine or document that is spirited into the target’s 
briefcase. The best sort of magazine would be something 
really rotten like kiddie porn or some anarchist, militant 
Arabic, or far-left or far-right training manuals to add to 
his embarrassment when his briefcase is opened. 

The roll of assay lead is usually about four inches wide, 
allowing you to carefully cut some pretty intricate shapes, 
either with scissors or by laying it flat on a smooth surface 
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and using a razor knife. About the only restriction is 
imposed by the dimensions of the document or magazine 
you will hide it in. There are two silhouettes I have had the 
most success with. The first is a GI .45 automatic pistol; be 
sure to cut out the trigger guard and make all appropriate 
notches in the silhouette, since you don’t want the scope to 
show just an unrealistic blob. But the all-time best is one of 
a World War I trench knife. In case you've never seen one, 
it’s a large, pointed dagger with brass knuckles built in as 
the handle. The trench knife silhouette projects the antiso- 
cial image of a weapon that only a true madman would 
carry, and its lead silhouette really looks good on camera. 
But even fairly crude silhouettes of handguns work, 
because even if it is obviously not a gun on the screen it will 
appear to the guards that this is a geek who is either up to 
something squirrely or who thinks it’s funny to jack them 
around, and if there is anything that gets these minimum- 
wage doorshakers fired up, it’s not taking them dead seri- 
ous. So in any case, you can be assured that the target—and 
the rotten literature of your choice that hides the lead sil- 
houette—will be thoroughly inspected. 
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CHAPTER 47 


YOUR COFFEE 
' WOULD DISSOLVE 
A SPOON 


In many coffee klatches it is customary to harass who- 
ever makes the coffee. A low-melting alloy known as 
“woods metal” is handy for this, as it will melt in hot water 
(or coffee). Gunsmiths use it for making chamber or bore 
plugs for them to measure, and you can get it from gun- 
smith suppliers. Set up your target with suitable criticisms 
of his java, and when you stir it with the wood’s-metal 
spoon you made, the spoon will melt off. Yuk, yuk, yuk. 

This is suitable for other scenarios you may come 
across, now that you know about it. Just be careful not to 
set up a situation where somebody actually drinks the cof- 
‘fee with the wood’s metal melted or dissolved in it, as it 
contains heavy metals. It’s about as strong as soft solder. 
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Saal 
~ 


What goes around 
comes around... even- 
tually. But why wait? Why 
not speed up the natural 
processes and enjoy the 
immediate gratification of 
turning the tables on your 
tormentors? General Trick- 
ery, a decorated veteran of 
the game of getting even, 
has written this field manual 
expressly for people like you 
who are itching to give the braggarts, 
misers, gossips, buffoons, loudmouths, 
and self-serving slobs of this world 
their just deserts. 

If you’re going to prevail, 
you’ve got to think like a guer- 
rilla: anticipate your target’s 
reaction and build your strategy 
around it. You’d be amazed to 

learn what certain chemicals can 
do to a gun’s blued finish . . . and 

what others can do to gold plate. A bit 
of 50-grit Carborundum added to a bottle of car wax can put 
the finishing touches on any vehicle. And a little electricity, 
channeled correctly and with utmost care, is a trainer Pavlov 
himself would be proud of. Strategically placed croton oil is 
sure to give a petty thief the runs for his money. And there 
are all sorts of olfactory harassing agents that can be used to 
raise a stink. 

When pests, human and nonhuman, upset your life’s 
delicate balance (and they will), the situation doesn’t alway: = 
call for all-out war; sometimes it just requires a little = 
friendly persuasion, a “police action,” if you will. That’sES 
General Trickery’s forté. And you can borrow from his = 
powerful arsenal of crafty tactics and pestilent pranks to = 

= 
= 


bring your adversaries back in line and effect a ‘glorious 
liberation: your own. 
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